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Prologue/How He Got Into This Mess... 


Author's Notes: 

So.after figuring | did all | could do to GNR (my favorite topic for some reason) and.people.| decided VR hadn't 
been tortured enough. Speaking of torture..This story involves torture. Funny torture, but torture. And I'm not 
sorry for portraying Scott in the light I'm about to portray him in. You know its funny. 


It was a bright sunny day, as these days usually were. See, it's always the bad ones that start out so good. 
This is what Scott was thinking as he lay in the considerably UN-bright and UN-sunny dungeon-esque 
bedroom. He had no idea when Matt had found time to become a practicing Dominatrix..dude, and he really 
didn't care. He just wanted to be OUT. 

Perhaps your humble narrator should explain. 


The day this all started happening was definitely unhappy. It was dreary, rainy, not to mention they'd just come 
back from playing at the worst venue ever. 


According to the Gospel of Slash's Bitching, the sound sucked, the crowd was unhappy, they were all unhappy, 
and the set had to be cut almost twenty minutes short because of a serious tornado warning-a warning that 


ultimately turned out to be a false alarm, mind you. 


Ergo, Scott was already miffed. Well.maybe just in a bad mood. Okay, he was pissed to the most extremes of 
Pisséd-dom, but he was handling it. Handling it..well. 


He was cooped up in his room, his dark, dark room, staring at the ceiling. He called himself meditating, but it 


was more like slowly drifting off. In fact, he was near sleep until there came the Knock at His Door©. 
"What the hell do you want?" Scott snapped 

"It's mel" 

"Me who? 

"Matt-open the door man!" 


Scott sighed and roused himself. Very slowly. Slower than the average human, and if you've ever slowly gotten 


out of bed, you can guess that's pretty damn slow. 


When he finally reached the door, Matt was standing behind it, not smiling as he had been before. In fact, he 
too was looking angry, about as mad as Scott. However, seeing Scott.not looking happy encouraged him to smile 


just a bit. 


"Hey man," he started casually. "We're all worried about you..you've been looking really down since a few nights 


ago. 
"Yeah? And did they send you as the Cheer Scott Up Squad?" 


"Actually," Matt said with a wider grin. He pinched forth a part of his dingy yellow sweater, which held a 
circular pin reading in bold red letters "CHEER SCOTT UP SQUAD". 


“Actually, | am!" 

Scott stared for a few moments, then laughed his first cheery laugh in who knows when. He collapsed back 
onto his bed, the vibrations from the road soothing him.okay, that pothole didn't soothe too much. Neither did 
that next pothole, nor that speed bump, or—damnit, why could they never find a driver who could fucking drive 


anyway? 


Matt finally stopped laughing at his own joke, and sat on the edge of Scotts bed. 


"Come on, don't let one gig get you down. Everything'll be alright by the next one, | hear it's really great." 
Scott actually listened to Matt's trying to cheer him for about five minutes before he tuned it out. He looked 
everywhere but the sunny blonde; to the ceiling, the medium-sized square window with the heavy blinds, the 
portable TV he kept, the floor, | think you get the point. 

"and maybe Slash needs some dick to make him shut up... 

That definitely brought Scott back to the present. 


"Excuse me?" 


Matt grinned at finally having got Scott's attention back. "He's been nearly as moody as you. He's scary as hell 


when he's mad! He needs some fuckin! dick to calm him down." 


Things Scott had never thought before raced through his mind, such as “like mine?" and "Holy crap, Slash is 
gay?!" But instead of voicing these thoughts, he merely made a mouse-like noise and sank farther into the bed. 


"Wh-what makes you think that?" 


"| dunno, it seems to have worked in the past. He needs to get laid BAD, kinda like you," Matt said, wiggling his 
eyebrows suggestively. 


"And l'm supposed to be cheering you up, sooo.” 

Without warning, Scott found himself pinned under Matt's stronger body, and for one horrible moment he felt 
himself actually beginning to enjoy the feel. But that quickly passed when he saw Matt's tongue dart out from 
his mouth, and Scott began struggling to free himself. After several repeated kicks to the side, Matt finally 


got off and backed down, raising his hands in an unarmed gesture. 


"Hey, hey! | was just kidding around!" he cried, wrapping a hand around his surely bruised ribs. Scott first 
glared at him, then looked at him with guilt and remorse. 


"l-Im sorry Matt, it's just.um, | thought." 


"Thought what? You thought | was gonna rape you or something? | was only messin’ with ya," Matt replied 
forgivingly, yet warily. 


"| guess..no, | shouldn't have jumped on you like that," he continued, with a strange glint in his eye Scott had 


never seen before. 


"Um, its okay.just.warn me, alright?" 


Matt nodded and blew a strand of hair from his eyes. He jerked his thumb towards the slightly ajar door. 


"Um, | think I'd better leave.this is awkward," he said sheepishly, the odd glint from before passing and going as 


quickly as it came. 


"Yeah," Scott said, an itch on the back of his head suddenly driving him crazy. He scratched it hard and 
watched Matt disappear out the door and away somewhere, politely not forgetting to shut the door. With that, 
Scott gratefully laid back down on his bed, settling in for a comfortable nap. 


Always up for constructive criticism/cursing of my grammar and spelling/intrusions of my private 


life/wonderings of "why the hell?!" 


Dreams and Such 


Author's Notes: 
I've not much to say about this except..yes | do like Captain and Tennille.. 


Scott dozed and woke up again at random intervals, whether it was due to the call of nature, the bus and its 


determination to hit every pothole in the road, or just random waking. 
It was a particular dream, however, that provoked him to stay awake for the rest of the ride. 


In this dream, he knew he was asleep, was even in the same room, but the door was now open and a man was 
inside. He was rummaging through Scotts things, looking for something in particular, and Scott could feel 
himself muttering in his sleep, but the man ignored him and continued searching. He finally found what he was 
looking for, and was quickly out the room; it was at that moment the singer jerked awake, wildly looking around 
and half-expected his travel bag-for that was what the man had taken whatever out of-to be out of place. 
However, upon further inspection it was revealed to Scott that his bag was in the same place it had been 


when he'd set it there, slightly tilted. 

"Fuck," he murmured, "damn dream's got me all paranoid." 

He brought his knees up to his chest and wrapped his arms around them, suddenly wishing his so-called Cheer 
Up Squad was there so he wouldn't feel so.lonely. Deciding to go seek him out, Scott exited the dreary 
loneliness of his room and checked the living room-sort section of the bus first. Seeing no one but Slash 
playing Solitaire, he made a move to leave. However, remembering Matt's earlier dick comments piqued his 


curiosity, and he instead went in and sat in front of the guitarist. 


It took Slash a moment or two to register Scott's presence, but when he did he greeted the other man with a 


small smile. 
"Hey man, did you see Matt?" 
"Yeah, | saw my ‘Cheer Up Squad," Scott replied with a laugh, and Slash tilted his head in amusement. 


"Cheer Up Squad? That crazy blonde," he said, in the way that almost makes you expect studio laughter 


afterwards. Scott nodded in agreement, then his thoughts turned to the drummer's comments from earlier. 
"Slash?" he asked in a surprisingly meek tone. "Are you..gay?" 


Slash choked on his own air at the word, eventually coughing out, "What have you heard?!" 


"Nothing, l'm just kidding!" Scott said nervously, waving his hands in a protective gesture. "It's just a joke from 
earlier. didn't know you'd get all tied up about it!" 


"There was that one time, but apart from that | consider my self hetero!" Sexual! 


"Right, right.wait, what one time?" Scott asked, his curiosity once again stirred, but Slash had turned back to 


his game, grumbling and ignoring the singer. 


Seeing his dismissal, Scott sighed and got up, hoping Slash would forgive him in time for the next gig. He quickly 
gave up the idea of seeking out his Cheer Up Squad, and instead returned to his room to amuse himself with 
sock puppets. 


Scott's secret love of sock puppets was so great that he had two specialized puppets he'd made some time 
ago. He'd dubbed them Captain and Tennille, Captain having a tiny paper sailor's hat and a giant, round button 
that read "LENNON FOR PREZ"; Tennille had yellow hair made of thick yarn, and artificial boobs made of painted 
fake eyeballs glued to her. Her eyes were outrageously huge, blue buttons with long eyelashes drawn on with 


permanent marker. 

Scott rummaged through his bag, having quickly found Tennille since she was often within easy access, that 
slut. Captain was harder because he tended to hide away in his bag because Tennille often beat the hell out of 
him.. 

"What the fuck? Where's my puppet?" Scott said, scratching his head as he rose. He had to be in the bog, 
Scott never forgot him on tour! And no one else knew about the puppets..so it wasn't like he could just go 
randomly ask for it. Or could he? 

-No. The humiliation would be far too great. 

It was then a note fluttered down-yes, fluttered down-from completely no where, as if it was a sign from God 
himself. Scott fumbled and picked the note off the floor. It was a tiny, thin slip of paper and had very neat 
handwriting on it. 

Ive got your doll, but you'll have to do something for me to get it back 

--CUSS. 


Now all Scott had to figure out was who the hell this ‘Cuss' was. 


Easy. 


Hotel Brushings and CUSS 


Author's Notes: 
Getting nervous, because l'm on a posting spree. Uh, this is the last one.until | stop posting and have a chance 


to go write some more. 


The bus finally arrived at the hotel after what seemed like an eternity on a pot-holey, winding road. The band 
all clambered inside, moody and tired, a bad combination. Scott, however, was less moody than the rest, more 
fascinated by the mysterious note and the ‘Cuss' person; interested because he or she somehow was 
connected in the disappearance of his Captain sock puppet. 

He brushed by Duff in the hallway, Duff, whom he hadn't seen since.let's see, when was the lOth of February.. 
"Hey man," Duff said, surprisingly chipper. 

"Hey," Scott threw back distractedly. Duff noticed this and leaned against a nearby door. 

"What's up? Did you see-" 

"Yeah." 

"Did he-" 

"Uh-huh." 

"Jerkssaywhat?" 

"Yep-wait, what?" Duff laughed at the affirmation of his assumption that Scott really wasn't listening to him. 
| knew you weren't listening..the staring into space gave it away. What'cha thinking?" 

"|.lost something," Scott stuttered. "It's..a sock" 


"You lost a sock? How do you know?" 


"Er, | brought 5 pairs on tour and now | have 4 and a half." Scott replied smoothly, his mind going into "cover 
up ass" mode. Duff nodded and made an odd noise. 


"Was it white?" 


"Erm..yeah, white sock." 
"Well it's gonna be hard to find it.you got some distinguishing marks with that, sir? Moles, lacerations, 
tattoos?" Duff said, making his voice gruff and hard like a film-noir detective. Scott smirked and made his 


voice sound like a distressed Southern Belle. 


"Well, ah do say, it had a ho-el, and | think there was a piece of strang, and, oh yes, he had a cut on his right 
cheek." 


"Ill look hard into that Miss O'Hara," Duff laughed. Something in Scott's mind made a sudden "ping" noise, and he 
stopped Duff before he left. 


"Hey man, you seen Matt?" 

"Who?" Duff asked, feigning confusion. 

"Our drummer maybe?" Scott said again, slightly irritated Duff snickered and shrugged. 
"No..he didn't even bring his girl on tour, you notice that?" 


"You mean that piece of jailbait he keeps around? Eh, good riddance," Scott said, grimacing though he wasn't 
sure why. | mean, who doesn't like skanks? He eventually let Duff be on his way, and he went his way as well 


On his way down to his room, however, he ran into a disgruntled body. He realized it was Slash, and Slash 
likewise realized that he'd bumped into Scott. At this realization, Slash muttered darkly and walked by, more 
briskly than before. 

"Hey." Scott murmured to the retreating form. He shrugged, hoping the guitarist would forget all this by 
tomorrow. He sighed, slinking into his hotel room, preparing to settle himself in for one-sided amusement with 


his Tennille sock puppet. 


Scott aimlessly groped in his travel bag for the sock.and came up with no sock. At least, not his sock puppet. 
Oh, he came up with more pairs of socks than he thought he had, but NO FUCKING SOCK PUPPET. 


"Now what is THIS?! | cant LIVE without my sock puppets!" the singer spazzed. After tearing everything from 
the bottom of his bag, he came up with yet another thin note. 


Ive got this one too, now. Don't keep me waiting long, or everything else will disappear. 
--CUSS 


Scott growled a non-human growl. This ‘Cuss' person.would pay DEARLY. 


Scott Gets a Clue 


Author's Notes: 
„| mean, really. Well, here we go again, my last post for the night. But there will be more, oh yes. 


Matt sighed and jumped on his bed. He'd found a piece of yellow yarn laying around and decided on a round of 
Cat's Cradle, as he had no, as Scott would say, "jailbait" on tour with him. He'd left his little lady behind for a 
specific reason, a specific reason that was charging down the hall as he tried an Eiffel Tower.. 

"MATT!" Scott shouted, not realizing the drummer's door was open. 


"Yeees?" 


"MA-oh, there you are," Scott realized, coming in and looking distressed. He sat on the stuffed couch a foot 
away from the bed and hung his head low in his hands. 


"Okay, man, | have something to tell you." 
"Being?" 


"I have.l've told everyone else, right? | have these..sock puppets," Scott confessed, his face flushing with 


embarrassment. "And..they're missing.” 


"Sock puppets?" Matt repeated, doing his best Ralph Kramden from the Honeymooners, and Scott used all his 


will power not to fall over laughing. 
"Sock puppets?" Matt said again in the same accent. 
"Why would you have sock puppets?" he asked, repeating his Ralph impression 


"B-because, | get bored on tour.." Scott stuttered. Matt repeated his Ralph "sock puppets" and scratched his 
chin. Then, with a devilish grin, he put his hands behind his back. 


"Go on" 
Feeling uncomfortable at the grin, Scott placed his hands in his lap and started fidgeting. 
"Well, whoever's doing it..they left notes signed ‘Cuss'. Matt, what's a ‘cuss'?" 


"A vulgar term." 


"Okay. But | can't figure out who it is!" Scott shouted, throwing his hands up in defeat. Matt took his 
specialized "CHEER SCOTT UP SQUAD" button from behind his back, and pinned it on his vest. Scott smiled when 
he saw it, but then his smile faltered. 


"Wait.Cheer Scott Up Squad." Matt could almost see the pieces off the puzzle falling into place in Scotts eyes, 


and his grin turned even more wicked. 
"weren't the letters on that red a few days ago?" 


The sound of a record skipping went off somewhere in Matt's head, and his look quickly filtered dark. He 
smacked his head and dragged it comically down his face. 


"Oh, god..think harder! We're trying to figure out who the ‘Cuss' is!" 
"Oh yeah, but.that's so cute!" 
"Come on, Scott. Mr. |-threaten-the-press-when-|'m-lonely." 


"IFs all a lie! Okay..wait, what's that got to do with the button?" For the first time in days, something clicked in 


Scott's head, and an alarm went off. 
"CSUS..CUSS..Cuss! What the hell, it was you?!" 
Matt pulled the Captain sock puppet from behind him, still in mint condition He next pulled the Tennille puppet 


from the opposite side, and pushed his hands into them. He wiggled them enticingly and made a noise similar to 


a cackle. 
"Looking for THESE?" 
"Matt, you diabolical BASTARD. Okay, game's over, give them back." 


"No. 


"what do you mean ‘no'?! | said give them back! You're not being very Scott-friendly!" Scott accused, but Matt 
still shook his head like a stubborn child. 


"No." 
"Give them back, or I'll stick my foot you far up your ass you'll be eating Fruit. .Of the Loom." 


"Hmm, what was it | said in my first note? Oh yes: you'll have to do something for me first!" 


"Being?" Scott asked apprehensively. Matt got off the bed, sock puppets in tow, and put his fingers pensively. 


"Hmm..how far would you go for your sock puppets..well, well, well" Matt pinched his pants legs up and sat 
back down on the bed, now facing Scott. 


"Strip." 
"What?" Scott said incredulously. 
"You heard me, | said strip." 


"I am NOT stripping for sock puppets!" Scott snapped, trying to throw in Matt's "sock puppets" for comedic 
effect, but failing. 


"So you don't want them back then?" 
"Yes! But l'm not going to strip for them!" 
"Well | guess you don't want them back, then!" Matt shouted back, his face turning up in disgust. 


"You sicken me, be gone!" 


Scott gaped at Matt having been disgusted with HIM because he didn't want to strip for his beloved sock 
puppets. The nervel 


The thin singer stormed out, flipping Matt the one-fingered salute, and marched back to his own hotel room 


and slammed the door hard enough for it to have been mistaken for a brief earthquake. 


"Bastard, steali my stuff and making me do shit for them." the singer grumbled angrily, sitting heavily on his 
bed. He curled up with the white, soft hotel pillow and started flicking channels on the TV. After a few channels 


of static and infomercials, he finally came up to something worth while: the greatest of all treasures, porn. 
Or somewhat. The second greatest of all treasures: lightly censored soft-core porn. 


Scott watched in intrigue, cocked his head this way and that at the sex. In any other case it wouldn't be 


particularly arousing, but during his tour-abstinence Sesame Street could give him a woody. 


The black haired woman moaned on the screen, the masked man she was with doing something odd to her 
breasts..he was taping them with thick, black duct tape. He hung her on a pair of hooks by the tape so that 
she was now hanging a good distance off the ground by her bosom, and Scott noticed that her ankles were tied 
to her thighs, so that her legs resembled frog's legs. 


"You can do that?" he mused, then something white under his door caught his attention. Having had his fill of 


notes, he snatched it up with the intention of tearing it to shreds. However, his feminine curiosity got the 


better of him and he read the note. 

You know you want fo it said simply, no ‘Cuss' signature, not even a signature at all. 

Scott gulped, his hands suddenly sweaty. He poked his head outside, looking both ways to make sure no one was 
looking. He turned his head in the general direction of Matt's room and shouted, "You'll never make me do it! | 
can buy more socks, you fucker!" 

After no response came, he pulled his head back in, feeling more stupid than relieved. He'd barely gone back to 
the bed when the phone started ringing, an oddly ominous tone to it. Scott hesitated, fearing who it probably 
was. Out of annoyance at the incessant ringing, Scott gritted his teeth and answered. 


"Yeah?" 


"Dude, were you just yelling down the hall like an idiot?" Scott breathed a sigh of relief. It was just a pissed-off 
Dave, thank god. 


"Um..yeah, that was me." 

"What the hell were you screaming at?" 

"Um..field mice?" 

Dave didn't answer with words; instead, there was the tell-tale sound of the conversation being ended, then a 
dial-tone. Scott muttered under his breath, mortified. First he'd been caught venting at someone who probably 


couldn't even hear him, then he explained it away with FIELD MICE. God, today couldn't get worse. 


"Or could it?" Scott asked himself as the phone rang again. Expecting it to hopefully be Dave again, he answered 
and prepared his alibi. Something that wasn't field mice. 


"So why don't you?" answered a voice that sadly wasn't Dave. Scott tensed up at the sound of Matt's voice 
and hissed. 


"You BASTARD. Why don't | what?" 

"Why don't you go buy some more sock puppets then? Oh yeah, you didn't BUY these, you made them by hand. 
And you don't even care enough for them to just take your clothes off for them..Tennille is so sad." Matt 
raised his voice a few notes and made it sound like a sobbing woman. Scott's face screwed up in utter disgust. 


"You SICK freak! You give me my sock puppets back right now or..l'll tell Slash you made that dick joke!" 


"You think I'm afraid of Poodle Boy?" Matt answered back tauntingly, even though he was. "Bring it on!" 


Scott wanted to hit something, so he pounded his fist hard into the oak desk the phone rested on 

| want my sock puppets!” 

"Come back here and strip for them! And MAYBE I'll let them go unharmed!" At that, there came the faint 
sound of cloth being ripped, and Matt, in his woman's voice, made a muffled "Eeep!" noise. At the tearing, Scott 
made the same noise, only louder and more girlishly. 


"If you hurt them | swear to Zeus l'Il beat you into the next century!" 


"You know what you have to do, whenever you wanna do it Scotty-boy! But l'd hurry if | were you, these 
things are pretty old and cheap lookin’, and you know what they say about cheap socks, don't you Scotty?" 


The line went dead, and Scott groaned in frustration and panic. He had to get his sock puppets back! Bracing 
himself for the humiliation of having to strip for foot ware, he bolted out the door and back to Matt's room. 


Matt, meanwhile, cackled evilly in his room, then frowned. 
"Exactly WHY am | holding socks hostage again?" he asked himself, but shrugged dismissively. If this is what it 


took to get into the singer's pants, damnit, he'd do it. And from the kicking at his door, apparently it had 


worked. 


You want me to call you what?! 


Author's Notes: 
That long awaited chapter.I'll try to get another one out tonight too, for cause there is sex in it! Sex | tell youl 


"MATTHAIS MIKHAIL SORAE!*" 


"What the fuck?" Matt answered from behind the door. There was a stretch of silence before the muttered, "l 


have no idea." 

Matt gracefully arose and, with a slight arch in his back, opened the door to a fuming Scott. 

"Well, well my boy! Are we ready to do what | asked?" 

"Just shut up and let me in," Scott demanded, and Matt moved to make way for his entry. At first the wiry 
singer hesitated, but the thought of his poor sock puppets made him go in the room. The sound of the door 
ominously shutting behind him made him jump slightly, and he forced himself on the bed. 

So.how's the missus?" he asked, twiddling his fingers nervously, but Matt shrugged him off. 


"We both know what you're here for. Now let's set some ground rules.” 


The older man took a yardstick from what seemed like nowhere (it was from behind a chair) and started 


pacing. He walked from the head of the bed Scott sat on to just a few inches past him, and back again. 


"First of all, during the duration of your time with me alone, you will refer to me as 'Daddy', or suffer the 


consequences." 

"What?!" Scott exclaimed, and found himself quickly subdued with a dizzying smack to the head 
"That's just one of the consequences. Next time it won't be so pretty, understand?" 

"Yeah." 

"Yeah' what?" Matt asked sternly, impatiently 

"Erm.yes. daddy?" 


"Good boy." Matt stretched, flexed his fingers around the yardstick, and stopped pacing in front of Scott, who 
was just now recovering his vision. Using the yardstick, Matt tipped his captive's head up and studied his face, 


turning it this way and that. He made several satisfied hums and dropped the yardstick back to his side. 
"So.how's that new car?" 


"Goddamnit, will you stop trying to make light conversation?! | don't want to talk, | want to fuck you in 
positions that would boggle the mind!" 


"Heard you had to change a tire on it recently!" 
Matt wordlessly smacked Scott into submission and quietness. 


Afterwards, he ordered the man to get up, and Matt quickly sat in his spot like a demented game of musical 


chairs. He pulled an apple from God knew where and started munching. 

"Strip." 

"d still have to do that?" 

"Yes, now strip bitch!" 

Scott sighed and complied. That's right, no detail. 

Wait..no, my lawyer says | have to or the deal's off. Shit. 

Anyway..scott contemplated his situation. He could do a fancy kick-boxing move and a hit and parry, or he 
could just strip. He decided on the latter option on account of "why not?" It wasn't like he hadn't stripped in 
front of men before. Ah, what a struggling band must do for money.. 

Sighing, he began to lift his shirt up, but was stopped by Matt. 

"Ah-ah," he scolded. "Give Daddy a show!" 

"ll give you a show." Scott muttered under his breath. He stopped again cogitatively, wondering how good a 
show he'd have to put on to get his beloved Captain and Tennille back Also, how to face the humiliation of 
stripping for his fellow band mate too posed a problem. 

| won't wait all day.." Matt warned, and Scott braced himself. 

‘Pretend you're on stage, pretend you're on stage." Scott used as his mantra and he did indeed envision himself 
on a stage. He could almost hear the roar of the crowd, the band playing loud behind him, and he did what 


came naturally. 


Scott arched his back sharply, his relatively small and form-fitting shirt rising to expose his pale stomach and 


hips. He pulled the shirt up over his head and straightened. After a moment, with the shirt still over his head, 


he began gyrating his hips wildly; the movements slowed into a gentle body-wave, like rolling ocean waves. 

He dropped the shirt almost like an afterthought, suddenly aware of how little clothing he had on. Once he 
shucked his pants that would be it.but then again, the faster he stripped, the faster he'd get his puppets 
back! Yay! 

With this thought, he thrust his hips out, rolled his body forward until he was right in Matt's face, and 
unlaced his pants. He sashayed and wiggled out of them easily enough, considering the bad mix leather and 
sweat made, and was soon exposed to the unusually cold air of the room. His captor made a mouse-like noise 


and gave him a "come hither" gesture. 


Scott gulped at what awaited him on the bed, and opened his eyes. He sat next to Matt not a little worily, 


trying to cover himself from exposure. 

"Im sooo proud of you, Scotty," the drummer cooed. "That was nice..very nice. 

"Can | have my sock puppets back now?" Scott whined, but to his extreme dismay, Matt shook his head. 
"Not yet" 

"What do you mean ‘not yet?!" Scott spazzed, and Matt hushed him with a finger to his lips. 


“Agree to one more thing, and you can have them back. It should prove more simple than stripping.” he trailed 


off, giving Scott such a predatory look that the singer shuddered and unconsciously hugged himself tightly. 
"Come along, pet," Matt said cockily, rising. Scott followed suit and mumbled "yes daddy", which earned him a 
sharp swat with the forgotten yardstick. Matt picked up a black carrier bag with a small, white-gold clasp and 
opened the door into the hall. It was then, somehow, that Scott suddenly remembered he was stark-ass naked. 
"|-can't go outside, | don't-" 

"Who's in control here?" Matt snapped back. 

"God..2" 

"Okay, who's second in command here?" 


"You?" 


“That's right. | say where you can and can't go, what you can and can't do, and right now l'm ordering you to 


go out in the fucking hall!" 


Scott wordlessly cleared two whole feet from where he was standing and into the deserted hallway. He was 
beginning to fear the Yardstick of Doom, and had a feeling he'd never be able to go into any hardware store 


ever again. 


"Now.'ll show you how silly you're being by informing you that we're going to the room across the hall," Matt 
said firmly, and Scott stood next to the door that turned out to be diagonal from Matt's. Matt came over 
with the key card and unlocked it, and Scott immediately noticed something very, very off with this particular 
room, and it wasn't just the fact that it was nipple-hardeningly cold and dark. 


"So did you get that oil change you said you would?" 


"Scott, | wanna do you so bad I'm not even gonna acknowledge that." And with that, Matt unceremoniously 


shoved Scott into the dark room. 


* Basically, its Matthew Michael Sorum..the first part is Greek, the middle name is Hebrew | believe, and the 


Sorae was me dicking around with Latin. | had nothing else to do. 


On the dangers of rough sex.. 


Author's Notes: 

So here's the fabled sex and bondage | promised.! may have been a little stingy with it, but there's still just a 
bit to probably irk someone, but we're all friends here! .Right? Also, if you see any typos it's because | was 
reeeally tired.but | think | got em all.. 


And so it was, that Scott came to be in the situation vaguely described by yours truly in the beginning; he 
looked around in the room, ready to piss himself like a puppy. He jumped when Matt slid an arm around his 
waist, and flipped the light switch to reveal.. 

„a room that very much looked like the next five rooms down 

"What the hell?" he exclaimed, shrugging Matt off, Matt began laughing with sinister and jovial glee. 

"What were you expecting, a dungeon?" 

"Kinda, yeah." 


"Nah, not yet, we gotta make it homey first!" 


Scott quickly decided that he didn't like the thought of "making it homey". He instinctively sat down on the bed 
and hugged himself tightly again 


"Well, since you're already on the bed, lay down" 


Deciding not to chance a hit from the Yardstick of Doom, Scott did as he was told. Matt smiled at the 


obedience, then frowned, and Scott became very worried. 
"No, wait, | changed my mind." 
"You gonna let me go?" 


"| didn't change it that much, pet" Matt thought for a moment and grinned the grin that Scott had come to 


hate very much. 
"Sit up, and put your feet on the bed" 


With a confused look, Scott wordlessly obeyed; he sat back up and propped his feet on the bed and protectively 
wrapped his arms around them. Matt promptly smacked his fingers with la Vara de Medir Mal. 


"Ow! 
‘Let's play a game," Matt continued unabashedly, and set his satchel on the bed. 

'Let's call it.. ‘Daddy Says" 

"Is that gonna work anything like ‘Simon Says'?" Scott asked, and quickly threw in, "Daddy?" 
"Yeah, ‘cept you don't have to do anything | say," Matt grumbled 

" whatever happened to the windshield on the new one, heard it got cracked!" 


Matt's face turned an interesting shade of red, but it faded as quickly as it had appeared. He dropped his 
death grip on the yardstick and cricked his neck, his eyes glinting. 


"Daddy says.." he began, Scott's anxiety building with every nanosecond. 
"Cross your legs." 


Scott obeyed and Matt made a noise of approval. He continued on a series of tests, Scott apparently passing 
them all and pleasing him. He then turned his attention back to the satchel, picking it up with both hands. 


"Daddy says put your feet back up." 


As Scott moved to prop his feet back up on the bed, Matt reached into the bag and pulled out a length of 
cord that looked to be about three feet long at the most. He also took out a pocket knife, and quickly split the 
cord somewhat unevenly. He first tied his captive so that his ankle was a bit awkwardly tied to his lower thigh, 
then the next leg in the same fashion. Scott began vaguely remembering a similar position from the bondage 
soft-core porn he'd seen a while prior, and marveled at how oddly comfortable it was, since seeing it on screen 
didn't look very comfy.he was pondering how Matt was going to suspend him by his boobs (if they'd been 


watching the same porn movie) seeing as he didn't have any boobs, then his legs began cramping. 

"Um, Daddy? | think my legs are falling asleep." 

"Bondage isn't meant to feel good." 

"But Daddyyyyyy..!" Scott whined, and Matt wondered if ordering Scott to call him "Daddy" was the best choice 
he could have made. He shrugged, and threatened the other man with la Vera de Medir Mal; Scott fell silent 


with an irresistible pout on his lips. 


"Daddy's gonna take care of all that, you won't be that way for long," Matt said soothingly, and added "believe 


me" under his breath. 


Scott was suddenly quite aware of his positioning, that is to say his genitals being exposed to the elements: 


such as the still frigid air, water, fire, Matt.. 
Oh hell. 


Matt sensed where Scott's thoughts were heading; he quickly whipped out a pair of handcuffs like a ninja and 


snapped them around his band mate's wrists, fully preventing his movement. 


"Er, Daddy, I've thought about it, and | don't think | want my puppets back now!" Scott stuttered, and Matt 
whipped him over the head with the yardstick 


"Too little, too late, sunshine," he spat in a mocking, sing-song tone, and started undressing himself. Scott gulped 
and wondered why, oh why, it had to be sock fucking puppets. 


He screwed his eyes shut, and tried not to focus on the fact that he and Matt were now very naked, and 
Scott, for all his martial arts skills and the like, wasn't in the position to use them now. Damnit, it was always 
the cute, sunny ones that turned out to be freaks. 

"Now. won't lie to you, this is going to hurt you more than me." 

"Gee, thanks." 

"You're welcome." 

Scott gasped as he was shoved back. His cramped legs tingled due to their position, his face heated at the 
sight of his friend naked. Not that he hadn't seen him naked before, but steam rooms are different from being 


imprisoned in hotel rooms. 


Matt made like he was going to merely place his hand on his captive's chest as he knelt on the bed. Scott, 


meanwhile, tried very hard not to stare at the rippling muscles, powerful arms, hard cock.. 

‘Not getting aroused by Matt, not getting aroused, not, not, not.oh damn... 

Instead of placing his hand on Scotts chest, Matt flicked his hand over and pinched his left nipple. Hard 

Scott let out a blood-curdling cry of pain, and Matt, in a panicked moment, clamped his hand over the other 
man's mouth. He then gave a devious grin, and reached inside his satchel again. He partially withdrew something 
that vaguely looked like a leather wand, and Scott eyed it very warily. 


"Is that..2" 


"For those of you keeping score at home, yes, it is a whip," Matt said in a way that would place him among the 


cast of Leave it to Beaver. His grin deepened and Scott shuddered, getting the feeling that Matt wasn't going to 


use the apparatus on himself.. 


"Daddy says..don't scream. At all. But now we add a consequence to the game." 


Matt took the whip fully out the bag and fingered it, Scott noted that it looked longer than any whip he'd ever 


seen, not counting those Honduran-made Hot Topic ones. 


If you do scream," the other man started again, hinting that he knew fully well that Scott would eventually 
disobey, "you'll be whipped exactly twice.” 


"exactly twice? What, you can't count to two?!" Scott exclaimed in a moment of humor, humor that Matt 


rewarded him with a smack from ye ole yardstick. 
"Ow." 
"Yes, very ow." 


Matt pinched the same nipple again, and flicked it none too gently. He trailed his finger to the next one and gave 
it the same treatment, and repeated the miristrations once more to both. He then lowered his head and flicked 


his tongue over the swollen buds, while Scott clenched his jaw and tried not to make a noise. 


Matt moved lower, lapping a trail down Scott's muscled stomach, biting bits of skin and leaving marks. He 
stopped just above the light dusting of hair that led to Scotts flaccid prick, and grinned. Scott looked down, 
slightly perplexed, and was quite surprised when Matt shot up and captured his mouth in a bruising kiss. 


He didn't let out a word as Matt toyed around with his tongue, drawing it out his mouth and sliding his own 
tongue over it. It wasn't a very bad thing, thankfully, but this changed when Matt suddenly clamped his teeth 


down on Scott's tongue. 
"Gah!" Scott blurted out, the reaction Matt was looking for. 
‘Oh my, you disobeyed Daddy, didn't you?" 


Scotts eyes widened in betrayal, and Matt had the whip in his hand fast as lightning. He stood back until he 
was about midway between the bed and the door, and licked the base longingly. Without warning, he lashed out, 
and the whip hit Scott like a hail of razor blades, a bruise almost immediately forming in the wake. He cried 
out against his will, and Matt did something akin to a cackle. 


"That's four then!" he said, lashing out again. Scott screamed again and let out a strangled sob. Matt continued 
whipping his helpless captive five more times, so that he didn't leave many physical permanent scars, not to 
mention he needed to satisfy his aching need. He sauntered back to where Scott now lay eerily prone on the 


bed, but Matt knew he wasn't hurting as bad as he thought he was. 


"Very, very nice, Scotty boy," he purred, and wiped the tears that streamed from Scotts eyes. 
"Now, now, let's not be weepy." 
"My chest.really hurts.. 


"Does it really?" Matt said, and slid his tongue across a swelling wound, smearing the droplets of blood; Scott 
let out a pained hiss, and Matt smirked. 


"l'm glad." 


He took Scott by his shoulders and undid the cuffs from his arm, but quickly put them back on so that now 
his arms were more comfortably over his head. He also reversed the other man's position on the bed so that 


he was lying vertical. 


"Wh-what are you going to do now..?" Scott asked meekly, the anticipation building in his belly like an unraveling 
serpent, and not feeling totally unpleasant. Matt ignored his question and reached in his bag again, this time 
coming up with a vial of lube. The anticipation in Scott turned to dread with a tinge of curiosity. 


Matt quickly applied generous amounts of the gel to himself, and Scott suddenly found his legs freed. His first 
instinct was to kick like an idiot, but he instead relaxed them on the bed, allowing the blood to circulate once 


more. 


It was then that he felt something slick and warm enter him, and he gasped. Matt moved his fingers in a 
scissor-like motion, the ministrations making Scott writhe around the fingers and grunt. After a few moments, 


Matt withdrew his fingers and smirked at Scotts obvious arousal. 


"Would you say you're ready now, pet?" he asked with a chuckle. Scott silently nodded, but panicked when Matt 


made a reach for la Vara de Medir Mal. 


"|-| mean, yes, I'm ready..daddy," he said again, his master's name slipping off his tongue with frightening ease. 
Matt chortled again and pushed the head of his cock to the virgin entrance below him. 


‘God oh God oh God.' Scott thought frantically as Matt pushed himself deeper into him. Matt was nearly all the 
way in when he suddenly jerked back and thrust in again. Something in Scott's throat put a stop on the scream 
it was about to emit, and instead turned it into a long moan. Matt pulled out and thrust in again, and continued 


on a fairly erratic pace, all the while gripping Scotts ankles hard enough to leave faint marks. 


Scott tossed his head back and arched his back into a nearly perfect arch, and came with a strangled moan, 
Matt emptying his seed into him nearly a whole minute and several thrusts later. He collapsed next to Scott, 
his body slicked with a light sheen of sweat. After a while, he unlocked the handcuffs, allowing Scott to sit up 


and rub his wrists. 


"That was." 

"Get the hell out" 

"what?" Scott said flatly in disbelief. Matt pointed his foot in the general direction of the door. 

‘| said get out" 

Scott pouted, then raised his eyebrow questioningly. "You didn't say ‘daddy says'," he teased in a singsong voice. 
"Daddy's tired. You won't like Daddy when he's tired," Matt shot back. Scott groaned at having been ousted so. 
"Your fucking puppets are in the bag, take the whole thing." 


Scott sighed shakily and got up. He stood on the ground as if it were shaking below him, and he grabbed the 
bag and unsteadily walked out, forgetting his still-nakedness for the time being. 


„and excusing yourself from it 
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Meanwhile, Dave was coming down the hall behind him, still wondering about Scotts so-called "field mice". He 
stopped dead as he saw Scott walk out of a room he thought empty at first, looking like he'd survived the 


Titanic. 


".S-Scott?! What the fuck happened to you man?!" Dave shouted hoarsely as he ran up to his band mate. Scott 


winced as his shoulders were grabbed and he was shaken much like a rubber chicken 

"|.er.there were." 

"Was it the field mice?" Dave asked seriously, and Scott formed a pretty lame, but suitable excuse. 
"You know what, it sure was. Damn those field mice!" 


"Dude," Dave muttered, and started dragging Scott down to the front. On the way down, they passed Duff and 


Slash, who looked shocked to see their band mate covered in welts and bruises. 
"Scott?!" Duff exclaimed, jumping up and injuring Slash's foot in the process. "What the fuck happened?!" 


"It looks like he got beat the hell up," Slash concluded, and Scott suddenly wished he had a yardstick to knock 


him over his head with. 

"It was field mice man! Field mice!" Dave explained loudly, drawing the attention of a few people in the lobby. 

" Field.mice..?" Duff squealed. "| hate mice!" 

"Dude, | was just walking along the hallway and these field mice came up, and they like said ‘take us to your 
leader! and | was like ‘my leader is Duff! Room 3lll" Scott said, laying his lie on thicker than frozen peanut 
butter. 

"You sent them to ME?! Oh my god, oh my god!" Duff did a miraculous thing and jumped into Slash's arms 
Scooby-Doo style; Slash did a more miraculous thing by not toppling under the weight, as if he'd had years of 


practice. 


| had to, you're all brave and shit!" 


"You fool, his weakness is fucking mice! Dude, think about it, right now those little bastards are marching to 
his room, and he can't go back, and he'll have to.sleep with someone else..” Slash trailed off, suddenly seeing 


much opportunity in this situation. 


"Oh god, Slash, you're right! [I'll have to share a room! But Scott's a traitor and Dave's staying with his wife." 
Duff looked down at Slash pleadingly. 


"Please man, | gotta stay with youl |. Hate. MICE!" 

"Stay with me? Sure you can!" Slash said way too eagerly, and proceeded to go up to his room with Duff still 
in his arms, but not before mouthing a silent "bless you" to Scott. The singer's chest puffed at the thought of 
his good deed. 


"Come on, they're gonna hear about these fuckin field mice," Dave stated, and dragged Scott to the clerk's 
desk. 


When Black Friday Comes... 


Author's Notes: 
l'm not responsible for the loss of brain cells. Also, yes there will be more sex and what not later, for now, 


chew on the field mice. 


Needless to say, in a brief fifteen minutes, the whole perimeter was being scanned by members of the SWAT 
team for mutant field mice. As a result, Scott and Dave would learn, the hotel was to be completely shut 


down. 


"No one gets in, no one gets out, mmkay?" said the deceptively cheery, red-haired clerk with the AK-471¥2 
strapped to her back. Her perpetually bright eyes seem to skip right over Scott's bruised-and-thoroughly- 
loved-on body, not because Dave had explained it as field mice. 


"Shut down?! Dude, we've got a gig tomorrow!" Scott shouted, seeing his plan run down the drain plain as water. 


"Well | guess you don't now, do you?" the cheery clerk answered back, then her eyes popped open and she 


adopted a thick German accent. 
"Dinner vill be served at approximately six pm, and if you aah not there, you STAHVE. Is this clear?" 


"Yes." Dave and Scott answered in unison. The clerk turned back to her happy self and blew a brass-colored 
whistle. At the shrill noise, five bulky men in jeans and t-shirts with bullet-proof shields appeared at her side. 


"Okay everyone, spread out-AND DO NOT STOP UNTIL ZEE MUTANT FIELD MICE THEY AAH FOUND!" 


The men ran around the desk and spread out to various parts of the hotel. Scott gulped and allowed Dave to 
drag him back upstairs. 


"Man, when you said field mice over the phone | just passed you off as a lying bastard, but now." Dave 
muttered as he took his hat off contemplatively. He stopped in front of his door, which wasn't very far from 
Scott's, and turned to his band mate. 


"Hey, you can stay with me and Da Wife if you don't want to be alone when the field mice attack your ass 


again..." 


"Um, no thanks, | think I'll just die with honor," Scott dismissed. He jumped when the door across from him 
suddenly creaked open In the dimmed room was Matt, fully dressed in a white button-down shirt and black 
jeans. He still held his beloved yardstick, and smirked when he saw his "handiwork" in the form of Scott. Seeing 
the yardstick made Scott feel very queasy, but Dave jumped on it like a Godsend. 


"Wow, look at that! | haven't seen a yardstick since the time my mom caught me jacking off in the Port-a- 
Potty in Disneyland!" At the odd looks he received from the other two, Dave slowly added, ".which..is 
another..deeply profound and traumatizing story..but is that for the field mice?" 

Matt's face went through a variety of emotions until he finally settled on confused amusement. "Field mice?" 
"Haven't you heard? The hotel is shutting down because of the field mice! | thought Scott was just being a 
jackass when he started screaming down the hall about field mice, but look at him!" Dave jerked Scott forward, 


who blushed and looked everywhere but Matt. 


"Look at him! Not only did they kick his ass, they robbed his purse, too!" Dave tried to snatch Scotts satchel 
away as proof, but the singer panicked and clutched onto it tightly. 


"Um, see? Empty! Those robbing.mousy bastards, they'll pay! Um, small bills, coz all | had was..twenty cents." 


Dave nodded sympathetically, and, in a moment of charity, kindly donated the thirty cents in his pockets to his 


companion. 
"Pay me the ten cents back later," he whispered, giving Scott a painful pat on the back. 
"So.just knock.unless it's the field mice, then you've got Matt and his yardstick!" 


With that, Dave slipped into his room, leaving Matt and Scott alone. Scott coughed and Matt shot the Glare 0: 


Doom© on him. 
"Field mice? FIELD MICE?!" 
"It's the best | could come up with.." 


Matt whispered hoarsely so that anyone who might walk by would know even less of what they were talking 
about. "The whole fucking place is shut down because you couldn't think of anything but field mice!" 


"Hey! If you didn't beat the crap out of me | wouldn't have even needed an excuse!" 


Matt smirked and suddenly wrapped his arm around Scott's waist, forcefully pressing the slighter man against 


him. 
"If you'd been a more obedient slave, | wouldn't have beaten the crap out of you.” 
"Look, no matter how you look at it, this is you fault” 


Matt thought, then nodded at the truth in the other man's words. He absently stroked Scot's chin, causing 


the other man to purr against his will. 


"The hell?" Scott asked himself, startled. Matt laughed mischievously, and tried to drag Scott into his room. 


Scott, however, resisted like a crazy man, and Matt eventually had to let him break free. 
"C'mon," he said seductively. "Ill need to protect you from the ‘field mice’. won't hit you this time." 
"But | don't want to! Look, | get the feeling I'm not straight, but I'm not gay either!" 


Matt stared at Scott for a few moments, then in a flash, snatched the satchel from where it loosely sat on 


his shoulder and threw it into his room. 
"Let's not do this again 


Scott sighed, defeated, and slumped into Matt's room. 


"Matt?" 
"What" 

"This has been the best week of my life" 

"Aw, mine tool Now go get my fucking French toast" 


Scott made a happy noise as he hopped up from his spot on the floor-his designated “training area" if you will 
It was also where he spent the night, unless Matt actually allowed him in bed. 


Sometimes, Scott thought Matt was taking this SM thing a little too far. Then he remembered the hot, 


passionate, sweaty sex, and all was well in Wei-land. 

It was Friday, ergo Scott's turn to make breakfast. Not that they actually took turns, though, he just liked to 
think of it that way. In a way, he felt back. After all, he hardly ever made breakfast for Mary. Speaking of 
Mary.. 


"Hey, Matt?" he asked, as he slipped into one of Matt's larger shirts. "You ever think this is morally wrong to 


our respective loved ones?" 
"Nah, we're just blowing off steam. Or, | am rather." 
"Yeah, but-" 


The noise of la Vara de Medir Mal slapping against Matt's hand made Scott quickly turn to the recipe for 


French toast. He read the box he'd had smuggled in from the outside earlier, by Someone Who Would Remain 
Anonymous. He nodded to himself and dragged out a log, a match, and a canister of gasoline, also courtesy of 
SWWRA. However, upon shaking the can, he was dismayed to hear the tock-tock sound of just enough gas to 
piss a lighter off. 

"Matt honey, we're out of gas!" 

"The hell you want me to do about it?" 


"Get some or no toast!" Matt grumbled and Scott relished the feeling of being dominant for once, if only for 


ten seconds. Matt, meanwhile, hastily threw some clothes on and grabbed his yardstick for good measure. 
There had been numerous sightings of the so-called "field mice" lately, all of them strangely enough by Duff. 
Slash, whose annoyance had overcome his urge to hop into the other man's skin-tight pants, had booted him 
out on Tuesday and left him to fend for himself. Due to his overpowering fear of mice, Duff had officially been 
into every room of the hotel, and had seen mice in one hundred-five of them. 

All this was just enough to make Matt more than a litle wary, and had even made him think that there was 
something to the field mice epidemic after all. Therefore, when he actually had to get up, he always made sure 


to pack his Yardstick of the Gods. It would penetrate, beat, and knock anything unconscious. Anything 


"l'Il be back in a few," he called to Scott, who couldn't have been more than a few feet away. His lover nodded, 
and Matt turned to open the door when there came a.. 


Wait for it.. 


Knock. 


"Eh?" Matt mused, and opened the door to reveal a shaken Duff, who was beginning to look like Grizzly Adams 


on speed. 

"H-hey Matt," he said nervously, Matt crossed his arms and looked at the taller man expectedly. 
"Erm..can | stay here again? The Murphys are having spin-the-bottle night and said | couldn't come." 
Matt let out an amused sigh, and jerked his thumb in the general direction of Scott. 

"Yeah, go on. I'll be back in a few minutes, gonna go get some gasoline." 


Duff gratefully shuffled into the room, not even bothering to ask why the hell Matt would want gasoline. Matt 
shut the door behind him and, clutching his faithful Servant of Measurement Table, made his way down the 


hall 


It had started turning warm in the room, and Scott had opened up the windows and Duff had deemed it safe to 
take off his shirt. He revealed that he had covered his nipples with tape some days ago, so the "field mice 


can't toke advantage" of him. 
What the hell ever, Scott had thought to himself 
"So anyway.where's Matt?" 

"He went off to go get some gas, remember?" 


"Oh yeah," Duff said, and took a quick glance at his watch in the process. It was now a little after two in the 
afternoon, Matt had left at ten-thirty. 


Wait a minute," the both of them said in unison. Scott looked around like a panicked bird, and quickly ran to 
the door, throwing it open. Outside was a startling scene: there was the redneck SWAT team, a body outline 
that suggested whoever it outlined had gone out in a fetal position, Dave, Slash, and a bunch of reporters 
snapping pictures. 

"Where the fuck have you been?!" shouted Slash. "We've been out here since eleven!" 

" What in the name of..2!" 

Duff came and peeked outside too, and was jarred by the scene as well. 


"What happened here?" 


"Well," Dave the Ever Observant started, "Matt stepped outside for..something. And then, apparently, the field 
mice caught him alone and.let's just say his yardstick proved very inferior." He concluded by pointing to Slash, 
who promptly held up the splintered remains of the yardstick. Scott's eyes went wider than their usual size, 
and he roughly grabbed Dave by the shoulders and bitch slapped him one good time. 


"Dave, you fucking IDIOT! Cut this out right now!" 
"Ow!" 


"I have to tell you, | was LYING about the fucking mice! | just made it up because | didn't want to admit that 


Matt had smacked me around worse than a Republican housewife!" 


"Oh yeah?" Duff said from behind him. "Then explain what I've been seeing!" 


"| don't know what kind of vermin this place has," Scott said to him irritably, looking as if he was about to dish 
the Bitch-Slap of Sheer Torment on the bassist as well. "But it's probably NOT field mice. Field mice are 
commonly found in fields, thus the name FIELD MICE." 

"Oh really?" Dave shot back. "Then explain THAT.” 


A stretcher held up by two men who looked like they'd be more at home working in Pizza Hut came by, 


carrying a groaning, shouting man, whom Scott instantly recognized as Matt. 

"Matt? Okay, tell me what happened, and don't you DARE say FIELD MICE." 

"Scott, | thought you were just an idiot with a bad excuse, but | fucking SAW THEM. Look at mel" Scott peered 
down onto the stretcher. Matt was covered in lacerations and bite marks, and looked like he had, indeed, had 
his ass kicked by field mice. 


" Noooo" 


‘Oh yes," Matt groaned. "Very, very yes. They came out of nowhere like ‘take us to Duff! and | said, ‘Oh my 


god there are fucking mice must run’, and they came after me and overpowered me. It was a trip." 


"What the hell have | done..2" Scott asked himself and God. Duff and Dave nodded victoriously, while Slash 
amused himself with trying to fit the shattered yardstick back together. 


"Well, there you have it," he said absently to Scott. "You may have thought you were lying, but as usual you 


had no idea." 


"hey, can | see that?" Scott asked innocently, pointing at the ex-yardstick. Slash smiled and handed it back, and 


Scott immediately gave him the worst thrashing one can give with a broken yardstick. 


It was going to be a long week. 


The Beginning of the Second Half, in which there is a 


sentence 
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And so it was, Matt was sent to the hospital, and the search for the field mice went on. News got out about 
the hotel being shut down, and now the redneck S.W.A.T had two jobs: find the mice and keep rioting VR fans 
away, a job they relished doing, since it involved taking potshots at roving objects. More fun than a freaking 


Spice Girls concert, it was. 


Meanwhile, the trapped members of the band so dubbed Velvet Revolver were longing to go outside. They may 
have been a band of brothers, but for Christ's sake this was ridiculous. 


Duff's paranoia of the vermin was working everyone's nerves. He'd frighten children, frighten the elderly, and 
every now and then the psycho-bitch, red-head desk clerk-who's name turned out to be Rosanna-Marie—would 


tolchock him real horrorshow with her pistol. 


Slash, was..really no where to be found, which wasn't a surprise. And when he was "found", he'd always start 
spinning tales of those couple hundred times he found himself cornered with the most delightfully stacked 


hussies. 
Dave was stuck in his room with his chick, and staying clear of Scott. Speaking of Scott.. 


The front man often spent many lonely hours in his and Matts shared room, crying over a picture of his 


long-lost lover. Okay, so maybe that's a lie, more like he jacked off over his clothes. 


He was beginning to miss Matt. More than he thought possible. He'd been unusually horny as of late, and the 
urge to hit or be hit was becoming unbearable..and then times he'd stop himself and wonder what the hell 
Matt had done to him, one of those times being now. 


He was rocking on the bed, wearing one of his favored Matt-shirts, and already forming a scheme to get 


himself off.without hurting many people in the process, of course. 


"| can't believe this. mean, S€M is cool to look at, and sexy, but participating? I'd never get anyone to do it. No 
way, they'd all lynch me. Of course..the point of bondage is for them to be unwilling! Isn't it? I'm so confused." 


Wishing he had brought along his tapes of Oprah, Scott sighed and tried touching himself for the fifteenth 


time that day. He gave up after two seconds, and began to curse. Loudly. In a foreign language. 
After his venting, Scott simply sighed and kicked at the floor dejectedly. Hm, WWDPD.. 


He got up from his spot, and started kicking around the room. After nearly giving himself carpet-burn on his 
feet, he gave up and decided to venture outside. The halls were deserted, as they almost always were. Usually 
Duff could be found roaming around like one of those crazy preachers you see on the street shouting, "THE 
END IS NEE-AH!", but thankfully today was not the case. He was staying with the Cassidy family on the fourth 
floor, and he had a thing for Auntie Cassidy.. 


‘Bad thoughts, bad thoughts!’ Scott mentally scolded himself, and he soon realized he was in the lobby. There 


was no one there, or so he thought. 
"Get off that, it's mine." 


Scott managed not to jump like a little girl with a cube of ice down her shirt, and turned around to see Slash 
tapping his foot impatiently. Scott looked down and realized he was standing on a playing card, with a freaky 
blue pattern on the back. One of those patterns that if you put them to your nose and pulled them away, 
you'd see Satan and shit.. 


‘Oh..er, sorry," he apologized, and stepped off. Slash bent down to pick the card up, but, as if God himself had 
snatched it away, Slash dropped the slip. He cursed and got back up, then bent over again to try the picking- 
up-thing once more. Scott made a mental note to thank God for the perfect view of Slash's ass encased in 
shiny, shiny leather. Scott was shaken partially out of his trance when the other man hopped back up, card in 
hand. 


"You make me hot," he spoke slowly, thickly, with an ethereal glow. Scott raised his eyebrows in confusion 
"Saywha?" 
Everything snapped back to normal, and Slash was in reality fanning himself and saying, "Man, it's hot" 


"Oh, uh, yeah, it sure is," Scott replied coughing. He looked around nervously, as if the government might be 
watching his brain right now. He didn't remember taking any illegal drugs.. 


He looked back at Slash again, the eerie glow around him once again, and he swore "Dream Weaver" was playing 


somewhere in the background. 


| want you to get me off," he said again in that slow, seductive way that made several alarms in Scott's 
"areas" go off a-ringing. He shook his head clear of the sudden onslaught of sex-fueled thoughts. Slash good, 
Slash friend, Slash very straight, Slash looks sexy in sweat.. 


"Wha?" 


"| said, ‘| wish they'd turn it off „ls something wrong?" Slash peered over at his friend, wondering why he'd 


suddenly become slick with an abnormal amount of sweat. 

"Uh, nothing's wrong buddy!" Scott said cheerily in a shrill voice. "Just, uh, hard o' hearing today | guess.." he 
continued, and turned around to look at the wall. When he turned back to face Slash again, the Lusty Ghostlike 
glow was around him again, this time his hair blowing in the wind like a bad 80's music video. 


Shit. No more Wayne's World, and no more bacon before bed. 


"I want your cock..now." Scott was taken aback by the incredibly arousing sight of Slash sucking his finger, up 


and down, up and down.. 


Angered at himself, Scott shook his head again. Perhaps he should tell Slash of these weird daydreams he was 
starting to have.. 


"What was that?" 
"| said, ‘| want your cock'." 


"What?" Scott said, suddenly out of breath. Slash pointed behind him and Scott turned around. His eyes made 


funny "bazooogal" noises, like a funky car horn, when he came upon the sight of.. 
A rooster. 
"What. The. Hell?!" Scott exclaimed as the rooster waddled from behind him. 


| want your cock..can |? | haven't had a pet chicken in so long," Slash said as he gazed at the chicken, as if he 


might swoon. Scott stared for a moment, then shrugged. Things have been much weirder. 
"IFs not mine." 
"Really? Awesome!" Slash exclaimed, before swooping down on the cock and squeezing it tightly. 


After Slash had run off with his poultry, Scott sulked into a chair. This could NOT be happening. He had a wife, 


adorable de-er, children, and Matt on the side. What more could he want? 


The answer lied in the poodle-haired guitarist, apparently. Okay, so to blow off some Missing-Matt steam, he'd 
simply have to get into Slash's really tight pants. But how to do it, how to do it.. 


WWMD? 


Author's Notes: 
A short chapter because the one after is longer. That's right, it makes sense enough for you. Remember, all 


criticism to pleasedontbreakmyeg.org 


It was all so simple. 

So stupidly simple. 

It hadn't been an hour before Scott came up with what he considered a damn good plan. He had thought about 
it, and suddenly reminisced about his beloved Matt. This prompted the question of what he'd do in a situation 
like this. 


After taking thirty minutes to wipe the "rape and pillage" option, it came to him in the form of Slash 
carelessly leaving his cup of Jack behind 


Slash would do anything for his drink of choice.maybe even perform derogatory sex acts.. 
It was perfect. 


Scott whistled innocently and snatched the cup up, even though the lobby was still empty. He sashayed his way 


up stairs and upon coming to Slash's door, knocked. Or rather, kicked like a wild animal. 

"Hey, hey, hey!" Slash shouted as he opened the door, barely avoiding getting kicked himself. 

"Oh, yeah," Scott said, then went into his plan 

"Well?" Slash said, tapping his foot. 

"You left this." Scott replied, waving the cup o' liquor slowly. The sloshing liquid echoed in Slash's ears like a 
thousand tiny raindrops, and his eyes nearly popped out his skull. But his face was behind his hair, so no one 
had a clue about Slash's odd ability. That's probably a good thing, because.. 

(2 hours later..) 


After Slash had tied the narrator up for spilling his secret, he asked Scott to hand him his liquor back. Nicely. 


If you want it, you'll have to do something for me..” Scott said with an evil grin of the utmost evil 


"Like what?" Slash said, cocking his eyebrow slightly. 

"Liike." Scott took a deep breath and gathered up all his courage to say.. 
To say.. 

„TO SAY... 

"Suck me off" 


A few seconds later, there was the prompt sound of the door slamming, with Scott's foot in it. After a long 
scream of pain, Slash let his foot free and slammed the door again. Desperate, Scott kicked on the door again. 


"Do it or I'll dump it down the drain, then flush that down with tap water!" 


The door opened just enough for Slash to stick his hand out, clutching a full bottle of JD. He shook it, and it 


made an odd "ching-ching" sound, and he shut the door again. 
"Aw damn!" 


Dejected, Scott snapped his fingers and sulked back to his temporary room. Once there, he sat heavily on the 
bed and pouted like a five year old who didn't get his way. 


"Stupid Slash and his money and his liquor and his way of getting ten year olds hot and bothered for him." he 
said, and sniffled. He wasn't, however, about to give up. Not yet anyway. 


"There has to be some way." he muttered to himself, trying to force the wheels in his brain to start moving 


at least. At last, some of the gears clicked, and he started formulating in the typical Evil Genius way. 


"Now lets see.what does Slash value most in his life.his health? Nah, | can't kill him. Pussy? Nah, | think he's 


immune to it now..money? „Hell, thats the most important thing in my life, too. There's got to be-wait.” 


Scotts mind did a creepy flashback to that time Slash lost his hat, which actually wasn't too long ago. He 
remembered Slash waking up from his liquor-induced coma and realizing it was gone..and then came the 


memory of having to use a crane to pull him out of his Crying Corner.. 


"That's it!" Scott shouted aloud to himself, and began hatching an elaborate plan which will, in reality, Turn out 
not to be that complex. 


The Captured 


Author's Notes: 
This is a fun chapter, because | set you up for sex and wound up delievering jack shit. Hah! Also, "froggily" is 


not a typo, anything else probably is. 


It had nearly been a whole week, and no field mice. 
GODDAMNIT. 


Duff shivered in the corner of the Hatanezumi* family's room. He was alone, cold, hungry, unshaven, and 


Rosanna-Marie had warned him that if he came around with his fire and brimstone teaching one more time, 


she'd shoot him on sight. And she'd do it, that crazy broad. 
And then there was that being cornered by field mice as we speak thing. 


"Ah, we've found you at last!" squeaked their leader, and Duff found a way to dig himself farther into the 


corner. 
"What the fuck do you want from me?!" 


"We request three things, and only three things: cheese, your secret to keeping your body so buff, and your 
soul! Mwa hahahal" 


"MOMMY" 


"IT'S GONE!" 
"What's gone?" Dave answered over the phone to Slash's panicked cry. 
"My hat, it's gone!" 


"Aw shit, not again," said Dave, slapping himself on his forehead. "Did you leave it.no, wait, we haven't been 


out of the hotel." 


"You don't think it was the field mice do you?!" Slash whined, curling up on his bed into the closest thing 
resembling a ball. Dave gasped over the phone and snapped his fingers. 


"Those diabolical little bastards." 


Dave sighed as Slash started to cry. Those field mice would pay, and pay dearly. Slash abruptly stopped crying 
when he saw a sheet of paper he'd somehow missed before on the nightstand beside his bed. 


"Hey, there's a." Slash read the note carefully and made a strange, choked noise. "A RANSOM NOTE!" 
"Oh man, from who?!" 


"| think it doesn't work like that.see, if | knew who it was from, it wouldn't be a ransom note. But." Slash read 
to the bottom of the note silently, and zoomed in on it like a bad film noir. 


"Its from Scott!" he exclaimed dramatically, and the stereo in the corner boomed ominous organ music. 
"Scott?! Is he with the field mice too now? Traitor!" 

"He says that he has my hat, but | have to do something for him to get it back." 

The stereo let out another round of super-creepy organ music as Slash jumped on the bed and screamed. 
Dave screamed back, and in reply Slash screamed again. Their girlish screaming match went on until Dave gave 
up and said he had to go get some kind of liquid. Slash hung up victorious, but realized he was very hoarse 
now. 

"Oh damn," he said froggily. "Wait, | still have to go get..this is gonna be awkward." 

Scott had somehow found Matts Masters € Johnson bondage manual, How to Make Your Slave Submit with 
Little Blood and Warfare. He'd been reading it with one hand while waiting for Slash to find his note. But it was 
taking longer than he'd expected, perhaps he'd underestimated the guitarists intelligence.. 

He'd just gotten to the illustrated portion of the book when Slash came roaring over, oddly hoarse. 

"Scott" he rasped. "| want my hat back damnit!" 

"I know this! But are you prepared to do what | ask?" 

"Sure, why not," Slash answered passively, and instinctively tried to beat the door down. He was quickly 
apprehended when Scott stood behind the door and opened it, and Slash fell through. Once he'd gotten his vision 
back, he got to his knees and looked on the bed. What he saw, however, seriously freaked him out. 


"What the hell..2" he croaked, and jumped when he heard Scott slam the door. 


"As of right now, as of this very second, thou art my detainee." 


"What? And why are you talking Medieval English?" 

"For cause | want to! Silence ye slavel" Scott shouted, and literally snatched a whip from nowhere and lashed 
violently at Slash on the floor. The other man jumped and howled as he avoided being hit on the back and head, 
but was still caught on the leg. 

"Shit!" he shouted, his voice starting to come back. "What the hell are you doing?!" 

"You want your hat back, don't ye?" 

Slash thought for a moment, and cursed himself for never buying a second, maybe even a fifth fucking hat. 
"Well?" Scott demanded. 


"Yeah, but none of that hitting me crap!" 


"l'Il do what | damn well please to youl" Scott insisted, and nearly lashed again before Slash threw his hands up 


in a protective gesture. 


"Okay, okay! I'll do whatever you say!" Slash didn't know if it was the booze streak he'd been on before, or the 
fact that he was still woozy from pain, but he liked Scott being so..militant. 


"Now stand up and put your hands behind your back." 


Slash did as he was told, and felt something cold and leathery being zipped up around his arms. After a few 
seconds, Scott whispered to him to try and move his arms, and Slash realized that he couldn't. 


"Good," Scott said with a grin that freaked Slash out just a bit, and turned him on even more. 


Scott paced around his captive, oddly enjoying the feeling of having so much control. Slash wasn't exactly 
helpless as he still had his feet open, but Scott was planning to make it so that he wouldn't be able to escape 


even if he could, or even want to. 


* Japanese for a certain vermin thats been quite prominent in this story.. 


Low and Wet 
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"SOMEONE SAVE ME!" 
You'd think a six foot man would be able to fend off a few field mice. 
You thought wrong. 


The field mice were inching in closer, and Duff had run out of corners to crawl into. So he did what came 
natural: he held up the ends of his shirt like a dress and stood on a chair. A tall chair. 


"EEEK!" 
"MOO HAHAHA! Surrender Duffy!" 
"Never! Wait, I'm Duffy." 


Duff was startled when he heard the sound of wood splintering. He looked down with horror and saw that the 


field mice were chewing on the chair. 


".Oh..shit.." 


"Now, pet," Scott said slowly as he paced around his victim even more slowly. "During your time with me, you 


shall call me.Crackerman’ 

" What?" 

Slash raised his eyebrow at Scott's odd and unfunny command. He shook his head stubbornly. 
"am NOT calling you ‘Crackerman', crackal" he shouted 

"Yes you willl 


"No | won't!" 


Slash suddenly found himself facing the wall after Scott back handed him. Scott then cracked his knuckles and 
looked sternly down at the man on the bed. 


"What happened to do as | say..? And yet, perhaps Crackerman is a little.okay, it sucks. | know! You can call 
me..Lord." 


"| almost prefer Crackerman" At the threat of another pimp-smack, Slash backed down and quickly caved in 


to the request. 
"Okay, okay! .My Lord." 
"Ah, better!" 


Scott demanded Slash to lie down, which the other man did. Scott pulled the Little Bag of Horrors off the bed, 
and from it whipped a clipped point pocket knife; he ran his fingers along the tip, as if in a trance, and kept 
moving his fingers down until he began to draw blood from his hand. 


"Um.Scott? You just cut yourself, man" 
" AAAHHH!" 


A few minutes later, after Scott had run to the bathroom, he emerged looking pissed and his hand bandaged 
up. 


"No one must ever know about that," he warned, and Slash tried not to laugh his ass off. Scott, in his fury, 
brought the knife down in a quick swoop. He half expected to have cut the other man in half, but instead 
Slash's shirt and part of his pants split in a near-perfect line. 


Scott fingered the knife curiously, ignoring Slash's frightened screaming. 

"Wow..the Matrix DOES have me." 

"You maniac, let me up right now!" 

"Not so fast," Scott replied, not missing a beat. He clicked his tongue and waggled a finger, drawing from the 
seemingly endless bag a length of rope. He unceremoniously tied Slash's feet to the ends of the bed, almost 
uncomfortably. He flipped the knife from one hand to the other, and back again, contemplating his next move. 
He need not move fast; Slash was held down very tightly and wouldn't be getting away anytime soon. However, 


he did appear to have some kind of super powers.. 


"Ah, | know. Let's make this a nice, long session.but first, | have to ask you one thing." 


"What?" 

"Actually, it's two." 

" Okay, shoot 

"Well, maybe three, since-" 

"Scoooott." Slash growled dangerously, and Scott gulped, briefly forgetting he was in control here. 

"Okay, okay, don't get your knickers in a twist.hahaha, knickers.ahem. Are you SURE you aren't gay?" 

At the question, Slash's face flushed again, and under his partial curtain of hair his eye began twitching. 
"Am.not.gay.. 

"Why not? Man, woman, it's all the same" 

"Kt is NOT! 

"Really, it is. We're all humans, we all like to have sex, what's more, GOOD sex. So.does it matter if you're gay 
or not? Actually, | think you're in denial" Scott teased, and Slash felt that if he had a gun right now he'd either 


shoot the singer or shoot himself and end it all right now. 


"Okay, look," Slash began with an exasperated sigh. "There have been a few..attractive guys, but nothing 
serious, okay? Are you happy now?" 


"No, but that's because my life is a black void. However." 

Instead of turning to the back, Scott disappeared into the bathroom again for a few seconds and came out with 
a bottle of Jack Daniels..mixed with something. Slash did a whole body twitch and asked where he got it. Scott 
gave him a puzzled look in return. 

'|.don't remember. don't even remember buying it" 

There was silence, a very uncomfortable silence. After a Silence of the Utmost Awkwardness, Scott coughed 
and silently started taking his shirt off. He tossed it over his head, grabbed the bottle of liquor and uncapped 
it. 


"What are you gonna do..?" 


lm gonna blow the bottle, you idiot. I'm a bit thirsty." 


"You're not supposed to drink jackass!" 
"Just watch Teacher. Oh yeah..want a finger sandwich? *" 


As if by magic, someone knocked at the door and Scott opened it. Enter a blindfolded waiter, pushing a cart 


with an old-fashioned dome-cover on it, and Scott kicked him out again to fend for himself on the elevators. 


"Wha.2" Slash sniffed the air; it was undeniably scented with the delicious odor of..finger sandwiches. Maybe 


with bits of spread and cucumber.. 


"Back in England, | discovered you seem to have a weakness for the finger sandwich, which adds in a 


constellation prize should | choose not to give you your hat back." 


With a flourish, Scott whipped off the cover to reveal the Mega-Tray© of Finger Sandwiches. Slash felt 


himself going into a sandwich-coma at the sight, and drool flowed from his mouth like the proverbial waterfall. 


'If you're a good boy, you get a sandwich. If you're naughty, I'll cut you like a ghetto chick in Harlem, 
understand?" 


Slash nodded happily, and Scott grinned. He actually had no idea something so stupid would really work, but he'd 


been proven totally wrong before. 


He tried to uncap the bottle again, only to realize he'd already taken the cap off. He waved the drink under his 
nose, as if he were a wine connoisseur testing a fine wine, then took a sip. After resisting the urge to gag, he 
drank more, allowed a drop or two to slide down his throat; they pooled for a second in the space of his 
collarbone, and when the pool became too heavy, dropped the rest of the way down his body. 


Abruptly, he tipped the bottle back further, and allowed the slightly cool liquid to splash on his mouth and 
throat, down his chest. Some of the drops spilt down his back and lower, and he tipped the bottle upright again, 
and smirked at Slash's reaction, which was now visible through his pants, and by the flush on his skin. 


"Aww, did we like that?" 


Slash could only nod, embarrassed, Scott slinked down and crawled on the bed, straddling his captive's lap. He 
arched his back, and slicked his body again with more of the JD, leaving only a tiny bit left in the bottle, just 
enough to maybe cover the bottom. Slash licked his suddenly dry lips, and Scott reached over to the tray, 
plucking delicately a finger sandwich from it. 


"Open up." 
The guitarist groaned at the lengths he would sink to for a sandwich, but didn't hesitate to open his mouth. 


Scott stuffed the tiny sandwich in, and barely avoided having his finger bitten off. Slash moved his jaws and 


gave an orgasmic moan. 


Instead of bothering to question things further, Scott ran his hands up and down Slash's broad chest, pushing 
back the frayed ends of his torn shirt. He rubbed his thumb over the already very erect nipples, and 


muttered something about cutting himself. 


Suddenly, a physical light bulb shone over Scot's head. He grinned, and pulled a pair of clothes pins from the 
bag behind him. 


" Please no... 
"Oh yes!" 


Slash let out a howl of pain as the pins were clamped down on the hardened nubs on his chest. Scott flicked 


the knife against his hand, and chuckled. 

"What was that | said about being naughty? Oh yes." 

The knife slit swiftly over the bronze skin below him, and Scott couldn't resist dipping his tongue into the 
wound. He repeated the motions thrice more, each time enjoying the coppery taste of blood and sweaty flesh. 
Slash gave a loud groan of pain at every cut, but was subdued by the mildly soothing licks. He felt slightly 
ashamed at the pricks of pain going straight to his groin, something that Scott wasn't totally unaware of. 
"Admit it, you like it," Scott said at last, licking his upper teeth. 

'|.sex is sex," the guitarist finally admitted. Scott, however, had a different idea. 

"What makes you think we're going to have sex?" he asked, and Slash gave him a baffled look in reply. 
"What..you mean..?" 

"Did you think Id fuck you? | think not. said to get your drink back, but since its been put to better use 
now... Scott picked the bottle from where it lay just within Slash's eyesight, and shook it, what liquid left 
making a slick, clicking noise. 

"Now that it's been put to a much better use," he continued, "Ill just let you go now." 

"Wh..wha?l" Slash said, and Scott gave a deep, throaty laugh at his hurt and disappointed tone. 

"You slut, is this how low you'd sink for a fucking hat? Take it, you disgust me, I'm done with you." 


"How am | gonna get out..?" 


"Eh, you can figure that out" With that, Scott promptly left the room, leaving Slash to fend for himself. 


The room with silent for a few moments before the muttered, "Shit, if this isn't déjà vu." 


* Running joke that's gone way too far.. 


| would like a thesaurus for Christmas.'m running out of words. Please? 


Ars Denial 
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Duff had had enough. 
Right now. 
No...now. 


The chair he stood on was literally on his last leg, and Duff had managed to stay on only by sheer will power 


and some freakishly clever engineering. 


In other words, he was balancing on the edge of his chair and screaming like a bitch. Also, he was now fed up, 


like | said. 


"Alright you litte bitches!" he shouted, suddenly adopting a Spanish accent. "You want some Duff? Come get 
some fucking Duff!" 


The field mice were surprised and frightened when the huge man suddenly jumped down from his perch, and, in 
a CGI flurry, began whipping much mousy-ass. 


The mice, however, came back in more massive numbers, more that Duff had thought actually possible. 
" AAHHH!" 


Quickly losing his nerve, Duff burst from the room, the mice hot on his heels. He shot down the hall and down 
the two flights down to the second floor, completely forgetting that he just could have taken the elevator. He 
collided with a thin object, glanced down and vaguely recognized it to be Scott, who smelt very strongly of 


liquor. 


"The hell? Duff, what are you-" Scott stopped short when he saw the rising mob of field mice crashing 
through the hall. 


"Run for you miserable life!" he shouted, grabbing a still petrified-Duff, and running quickly down the hall. He 
barely avoided running into Slash and one of the Redneck SWAT members, and into his own room; he hadn't 


actually seen his old room in months, but didn't bother to wonder any more about such matters. 


Duff panted as if he'd just done the fifty-meter sprint in five seconds, which he had. "Oh.man, you saved my 
life!" 


"Hey, | guess | did." Scott muttered, a non-human gleam in his eye. Duff paid no attention to this, but was 


very well aware of Scott's sudden presence on his lap. 


"Oh, Duff, I'm so glad you're alright!" Scott exclaimed dramatically. Duff merely blinked and stared at Scott as 


he went on 

"| saw the mice, and all | thought was, ‘oh my god mice must run'-er, | mean, ‘| have to save Duff!" 

Duff, who wasn't stupid enough to fall for such a charade, replied with, “That's so sweet and insincere Scott!" 
Scott nodded in agreement, but quickly turned angry when he realized what Duff had said. 


"No it's not, | meant it!" He clutched the blonde man's face, caressing it, the eye-twitching not going unnoticed 
by him. He moved closer to Duffs face, as if he might kiss him, and whispered softly, "You have to believe 


me... 


"Okay, no | don't, and what's going on here?" Duff demanded, rising and knocking Scott off him. In carefully 
crafted desperation, Scott immediately latched on to his leg, and began begging. 


"Please, Duff, you have to hear mel | mean.we're friends..we're so close! You've done so much for me, | just." 
Dreading the answer, Duff shakily asked, "What?" 


| want to be your slave," Scott replied smoothly, lowly, giving his best puppy look Duff found his resolve 
severely shaken at the look, and the sight of Scott on the floor, beneath him, begging.. 


‘No! Think about baseball! Think about baseball! The..balls..swinging..bats..hell.. 

Duff ironed his will and resisted further, beginning to walk to the door. 

"Scott, you don't have to be my slave! We're just friends for God's sake!" 

"But | want to be MORE! Are you really gonna go out there with all the mice after you?" 


"Compared to the situation in here, I'd rather take on the mice," Duff replied flatly, internally surprised at his 
brief conquering of his mouse-phobia. However, Scott insistently shook his head, and tightened his death grip. 


"No, don't! Take me or I'll kill myself!" 


"You'd do it too, you little bastard!" Duff shouted in mock-horror. He forced himself to look at the door, which 


seemed a mighty far-way off, and continued his snail's pace to the door. He also ignored Scott sinking his 
abnormally sharp teeth into his ankle. Ignored it for thirty whole seconds. 


"Scott," he said, with an odd Zen-like patience. "Let go of my foot." 
"No. Fuck me crazy!" 


Duff's will faltered at the invitation, but he replaced the image of Scott with the image of his wife and kids 


instead. 
"Nol | will not, not in a box, not with a fox, not in a coat, not in a boat!" 
"Fuck me until | can't see straight!" 


Duff started moving more quickly to the door, suddenly desperate to get away from Scott's increasingly 
arousing threats and calls. 


"Must..resist.." 

"Fuck me ‘til | fucking bleed! You know you want tol" 

"OF COURSE | want to, | just WON'T!" 

"Don't be stubborn anymore!" 

Finally, after the left half of his brain exploded, Duff made a quick turn that wrenched his foot from Scotts 
grip. Instead of running to the door like a madman, he instead jumped on Scott on the floor. The two of them 
ground together and moaned, Duff trailing hot kisses down the other man’s pale skin. 

"I knew you'd give in," Scott said with a smirk. 


"Shut up and stay quiet” 


While Scott stayed silent, however, there suddenly came a loud, booming noise, as if an explosion had been set 


off in the hall. 


"What was that?" Duff murmured, raising his head up. Scott pulled him back down and greedily crushed Duff's 


mouth to his own. 
‘Its just the mice." 


"But-" 
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| Was A Teenaged Cherry Picker 
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He was stuck 

Very stuck 

lve managed to get out of worse, Slash thought in an English accent, but | can't seem to NOW.. 

Indeed, it had been fifteen minutes, or maybe longer, and Slash still hadn't managed to get out of his binds. 
So what did he do? 

"HEEEELP!" 

He screamed this way for a relatively short amount of time, until from behind the door a young-sounding 
voice called, "Don't move!" and the next second bullets were flying through the door. It was then kicked open, 
and a young, dark-haired man in jeans and a dingy white t-shirt peeked into the room. 

"Whoa," he drawled, "what th’ ‘ell happened in here?" 


"Lets not get in to that" 


"Y'know what," the man started, while attempting to undo the binds that held Slash down, "I was in a sit-chee- 
ation like this..ONCE, | believes, back in niiiinety...ninety-two." 


Eventually, he settled for shooting the binds off and talking between gunshots. He didn't seem to notice the 


horrified look Slash was giving him as he shot with apparently no aim. 


"S'right," he went on. "Some hussy tied me down to huh bed, and | couldn't get up for THREE whole HOURS. 
Y'lucky | came along when | did, you coulda been here..fever, and knowin’ dem field mice, I'd-a hate to left 


y'here.." 


Slash finally set up, freed from, and rubbed his wrists. He nodded thankfully to the man, who shrugged and 
smiled sheepishly. 


"Name's George," he said politely, and held his hand out for Slash to shake. "George E. Lee th’ Third..but really 


l'm the fourth, coz mah brother George E. Lee the Original Third-thats what we call him-changed his name 
ta..ta Roberto E. Leo, coz he married this nice |-talian lady, and they had to move outta the country cause-a.] 
forgets what. My friends call me Cherry Picker.” 


‘Cherry Picker?" Slash asked curiously; he really needed someone to talk to right now, and he was just thankful 
that Cherry Picker wasn't asking him about his..questionable position 


"Yeah, Cherry Picker..you go'n eat dem?" Cherry Picker asked, referring to the sandwiches. Slash prepared 
himself to greedily pounce on them, but thought better of it. After all, the man had only just saved his life. 
Well, maybe not his life, but.eh, fuck it. 

"Nah, not really." 


"Oh, alright, coz if you was go'n eat em | was go'n eat em too." 


Slash didn't bother questioning the man's logic, and instead jumped into the important question "Why do they 
call you Cherry Picker?" 


"Because l." Cherry Picker started, with an odd sense of drama, "was a teenaged cherry picker." 

"Please go on" 

"Well, see, my family, we's poor. And | had to get a job, so | saw this ad in a news paper one day about a ‘blue 
movie'.and | thought, that's neat, they's shootin’ a movie in all blue colors. And mama always said | was a 
looker, so | took it up. Turns out.it was one o' dem sex movies! But | stayed in coz they was payin’ me five 
bucks an hour." 


"But what's that got to do with you being a cherry picker?" 


"What? It doesn't; It's a funny story.! always got the virgins, y'know. You know what, | still don't know why they 


call me Cherry Picker..." 


"| think.l'd like to get out of here." Slash said, his mind whirling like a man after whiplash with all the 


perverted possibilities. 

"Oh, well, the door's unlocked..actually it's still locked, but | shot it off." 
"Right.hey, Cherry Picker? | wanna know one more thing.’ 

"What's that?" 


"How did you join the. SWAT thing?" 


"SWAT?" Cherry Picker asked, bemused. "I didn't know nothin’ bout some SWAT.dat lady just pointed at me 
and asked me did | have a shot gun | said yeah, and she asked me did | have some shells. | said yeah, and she 
told me to come down here and shoot at field mice and dem girls outside.| figured, well that's more fun thin 


shootin’ at deers, so | came along." 

"Hired professionals, she did." 

Cherry Picker helped Slash off the bed, and the two of them went out. However, they were nearly bowled over 
by a streaking-Scott, and Duff close behind them, running breakneck speed down the hall. Just as they had 


regained their footing, the biggest mob of field mice ever came down after them. 


"Oh SHIT!" Cherry Picker hollered, and immediately went into shooting. Slash freaked out and ducked behind him, 
grabbing his leg for comfort. 


"You can't take them all down with one gun!" 

"No shit?" Cherry Picker sneered back. "I can try, though!" 

Indeed, Cherry Picker loaded his gun again and started firing. The herd of field mice thought better of what 
they were doing, and actually turned around and headed the other way. Cherry Picker triumphantly blew the 
smoke from his shotgun, and twirled it in his fingers. 


" You're incredible." 


"No, I'm Cherry Picker!" 


Does Anyone Else Think This Has Become A Bad Idea? 


Author's Notes: 
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After the gunfire had ceased, Scott and Duff were already half-naked, meaning Duff had everything but his 
pants off. Scott waited for him on the bed, legs open invitingly. Duff had finally managed to undo the button on 
his pants and the zipper, and quickly shucked them; he was glad that he'd decided not to wear underwear this 
day. Not that he had any clean ones.. 


"Come on!" Scott called excitedly. Maybe leaving Slash wasn't such a good idea if he tortured himself as well.. 


Duff, irritated at Scotts commands, finally kneeled on the bed and clamped his hand over the other man's 
mouth. He didn't notice Scott's excitement, nor could he see the wry smirk. He instead found a spare sock, 


balled it up, and stuffed it in Scotts mouth to keep him quiet. 


"Mmph!" Scott shouted, muffled; he didn't expect Duff to be so.."creative". But he wanted more. He began to 
thrash around on the bed, not hard enough to make it seem like he wanted to get away, but just enough to 


make Duff even more annoyed. 


"Cut that out! You want me to tie you down?" The laugh at his own joke died in Duff's throat when he saw the 
child-like, hopefully look in Scotts eyes. Starting to slowly sense what he wanted, Duff cocked his head ever so 
slightly. 


"You want me to tie you down?" 


Scott nodded. Duff actually considered this, but there was nothing to tie him down on the bed with, as the 


headboard was one solid panel. 

The bassist looked around, searching for anything remotely sturdy to fulfill his new toy's wish. It was then he 
spotted a metal hook attached to the back of the door to the bathroom; he'd seen one in his room as well, and 
he'd assumed it was for dry cleaning or something..but why the hell would one have dry cleaning in one's hotel 


room... 


"Mmm?" Scott muttered inquisitively. He had noticed Duff's intense gaze at the odd rack on the bathroom 


door, and wondered if he'd had a plan of some sort. 
In reply, Duff let a small smirk cross his face. Always thinking he was.. 


He looked for some kind of rope or string or really long piece of yarn.coming up with nothing, he turned his 


gaze to the bed sheets. 
He could always blame the field mice.. 


Scott watched, terribly fascinated, as Duff tore off a long strip of the bed sheet material. He grinned excitedly 
as Duff bound both his wrists together fairly tight, in a fashion so that he might hang the singer on the door 
hook. 


"Now then." Duff muttered, and got off the bed. Next, he hauled Scott up in his arms, and wobbled unsteadily 
to the bathroom door. 


"Mmm!" Scott mumbled happily, finally catching onto the plan Duff hung him on the door, and let the other 
man drop. Scott was tall enough that when he was dropped, his feet touched the floor, which wouldn't become 
a problem. Duff noted in amusement that Scott sort of looked like a demented Christmas ornament.. 


"Now stay right there," Duff ordered, and Scott rolled his eyes; where the hell was he going? 


Not noticing this, Duff went back to the bed, and searched around the drawers for anything to be used as 
lube. Coming up with nothing there, he decided to go violate Scott's luggage some. He rummaged through the 
first bag, then the second, eventually coming up with the biggest bottle of baby oil he'd ever seen Amazing 
still, it was almost half empty. 


‘Dude, he's like a jack rabbit! 


Duff returned to his captive, who had busied himself with swinging the door back and forth like a weak 


amusement park ride. 
"Ahem..." 


Scott quickly stopped when he saw Duff, and turned a nice shade of red. The bassist smirked and slicked 
himself up with the oil, and then quickly discarded it in the general direction of the bed. He grabbed Scott's 
hips, and Scott instantly wrapped his legs around the bassist's waist, drawing him in closer. With a quick 
thrust, Duff was in, slowly inching his way deeper until he was into the hilt. He paused, burying his head in 
Scotts shoulder and taking a moment to enjoy the tight feel. 


He was bucked out of his thoughts, however, with Scott's insistent moans; he pulled out until the head was 
barely left in, and pushed back in quickly. Scott let out a scream, muffled by his make-shift gag, and clenched 
his legs around the blonde's waist tighter to draw him in further. Duff began to pick up speed, and soon Scott 
was meeting him at every thrust. With a growl, Duff bit into Scott's stomach just hard enough to draw tiny 
droplets of blood to muffle his own scream, and shot his seed deep into Scott, who came a second or two 


after him. Scott gave a happy, satisfied sigh as Duff panted heavily. 


"That..was..great.." he managed, and Scott nodded in agreement. Their moment was interrupted, however, when 


the door was thrown open and a figure with a rather long gun stepped inside. 
"What the fuck?!" Duff shouted, jumping away from Scott. 


"Uh..whad'ya want in here?" Cherry Picker asked, scratching his neck with his gun Slash burst, mad as a 
hornet, and snatched the gun away. 


"Thanks, I'll take it from here." 
“Sure.hey, | think your lady's stuck to the wall-wait, that ain't no-!" 


Slash shooed Cherry Picker out the door and slammed it. Then, he turned the gun onto Duff and Scott and 
cocked it. 


"Motherfucker! | thought you wanted me!" 

"You?" Duff sneered. "He was BEGGING for me!" 

"What?!" Slash shouted in outrage, turning the gun on Scott again. "But you acted like you wanted me!" 
"| think not, HHy-Bitty!" Duff taunted, and squealed when the gun was turned back on him. 


Scott saw this whole situation beginning to go down the drain. He was going to DIE, and die horny. 


The Everlasting Fight to Stay Alive 
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"Mmph!" he screamed, and spat the gag out. "Don't shoot!" he shouted again 
"Im gonna shoot until the bloodlust in me is satisfied!" Slash cried back 
There was silence, before Duff responded, "Slash, you don't have a bloodlust." 
" Now | dol! 

"Duff, get out" Scott ordered calmly. "He's here to shoot me, not you 
"Actually" 


Fine by me," Duff cut in quickly, and walked out even faster. He turned back around to Scott and mouthed, 


"Great sex!" before opening the door and slamming it on his way out 
"| didn't think he'd actually do it," Scott said shakily, shocked. Traitor! 

"Well, he did, and it's just you, me, and Gertrude!" 

"Her name's Gratsiellal" Cherry Picker shouted from down the hall, and Slash scoffed. 

"Whatever, you're still gonna die" 

"Wait, wait!" Scott shouted "Erm.if | give you what you want, will you not shoot me?" 

Slash thought about it for a moment. On one hand, he could get revenge. On the other hand.great sex. 
"Hm.perhaps, perhaps 


Scott breathed a sigh of relief. All he had to do was nail him/be nailed into the mattress, and he could run 
free. But the look in Slash's eyes told him it wouldn't be quite that easy. 


How nice it felt to be dominated again. 
"Let me see." Slash said, lowering the gun to hip-level. "I think.no, no. Maybe..no.." 


"Wh-what is it?" Scott asked, his mouth going dry not from fear, but from excitement. Slash went over and 
untied the other man and swiftly had him down Scott was kneeling when he was unceremoniously dropped, and 


was about to stand, but Slash used his shotgun to keep him down on the floor. 
"Ah, stay on the floor, like the little bitch you are." 


Scott growled. He liked this on one hand, but on the other he couldn't help but feel his intelligence being 
degraded. Just a little. 


Slash made a motion with the shotgun, but apparently discarded the idea. Instead, he sat on the bed and held 
his head in thought. While he "pondered", he took in Scott's very..very nude, delicious form. This would be easy.. 


"Hit the showers. | don't want a soiled bed mate." 


Scott made a confused noise, and Slash further directed him to the door. Scott raised his eyebrow, and Slash, 
figuring the other man simply wasn't getting it, shouted, "GO TAKE A DAMN SHOWER!" 


"But-but-aren't you going to nail me like the dirty whore | am?" Scott pleaded, though he knew not why. Slash 
smirked wryly, and nodded to the bathroom again 


"| like my courtesans clean.| learned my lesson about dirty whores in the BOs." At the memory, Slash 
shuddered and actually began to gag on the floor. Scott, deciding not to question it further, just went into the 
bathroom. He spent five minutes trying to work the shower, and figured he'd gotten it when the blast of cold 


water from the shower head hit him. 

Managing not to scream like a bitch, Scott adjusted the water temperature and stepped in. He let the lukewarm 
water slide down his back, his mind wandering to what Slash may have caught that would send his partners to 
the shower..it was then Scott's mind started spinning about safe sex. 

No, this isn't an ad..not that safe sex is a bad thing. Wrap it up, kids! 


Anyway. 


"Oh my god, what if he has..CRABS!?" The thought of such made Scott want to gag, and gag he did. Hard. So 
hard he actually began choking on the shower water. It was then he realized that he'd probably die in the 
shower this day.. 


"Damn.Slash.." he croaked, and keeled over in the tub. 


While Scott's mind ultimately shut down from thinking of all the STD's Slash could have possibly contracted, 
Duff was wandering the hallways. Again. Only this time he was very naked and alone. | don't know what's up 
with all the streaking.. 


Luckily, he hadn't been seen. Yet. And whoever did see them turned a blind eye, save for that one woman blind 
in her left eye. 


However, he was eventually spotted by everyone's favorite mystery player, Dave K. Dave, who wasn't a just a 


little surprised to see his band mate stalking around the hotel naked as the day he was born. 


"What are you DOING?" he said in short, clipped tones as Duff passed by him. The bassist was jerked back into 
this form of reality by the other's voice, and an actual blush crept onto his cheeks. 


"|-uh-well-" 

Dave's mind clicked and his eyes widened. "Did the field mice-?!" 

"No, no, it wasn't field mice," Duff said calmly, even though he immediately regretted not lying. 

‘It wasn't them yet, but it soon will bel" squeaked a voice that Duff felt was agonizingly familiar. 

"What..2" 

"MWA HAHAHAHA!" At that, a storm of field mice in tiny paper airplanes equipped with lint machine guns 
surrounded Duff and Dave. Duff, his mouse phobia suddenly rushing back, fainted dead away in his terror and 
awe. 

"Oh no, don't leave me manl" Dave shouted, scrambling to his fallen friend. Realizing he didn't have enough time 
to bitch-smack him awake, Dave decided to do the best he could to drag the..way too tall other man to safety, 
and not get himself killed. 

"FIRE!" the head mouse called, and Dave saw his life flash before his eyes in a hail of linty fury. 


Why. Of all days, WHY?! 


Dave managed to haul Duff up by his armpits, and raced down the halls, being pelted with surprisingly hurtful 
projectiles. He also screamed for help like a wee girl, but that's to be expected 


While fleeing, or trying to flee (Dave was currently going at Speeds Unknown to Man, but Duff's weight 
dragged him down), Dave searched around for any open doors, or doors that looked remotely open. He kicked on 


the occasional door, and jerked the occasional knob, until eventually he stumbled into an open room that looked 


like a gothic nursery. 

"Now Uncle Lex is gonna.hey, who are you?" 

"| should ask the same thing." 

A diminutive woman sat on a tattered rocking chair with a huge, red, dusty book. She was dressed in a shirt 
that was more of a dress, and pants that were a few sizes too big, and her head was completely swamped 
with hair that looked like it was simply thrown atop her head. 

"Well, seeing as this is MY room.." 

Dave noticed for the first time that he, the corpse, and the lady in the rocking chair weren't the only ones in 
the room. It also contained about half a dozen, dejected-looking kids. They were strewn about on the floor at 
random, some sitting up, some just on their backs and looking at the ceiling. 


"What..is going on here..?" 


"Apparently they mistook my box of Special K for the same delicious cereal of the same name. May | help 


you?" 


"Erm.just hiding..from the field mice..can we stay in here a while?" Dave said, bemused. The woman looked at 


him equally confused, and shrugged. 


"Whatever. We were just about to have story time." The woman in the chair flipped the dusty pages of the 
book until she found her appropriate page. "Today's tale is..'Little Red Riding Hood.” 


The kids on the floor groaned-but whether it was a happy groan or a groan of terror, Dave couldn't tell-and 
Dave sat down on the floor amongst them, with Duff's head resting on his lap. 


Adventures in Kushnerland 


Author's Notes: 
Many thanks go to Dangerdame.com for the idea on Dave's costume. Yeah, just skip to that part. 


Scott had woken up after what seemed like hours of dancing with pink elephants and Ginger Rogers. In reality, 


he'd only been down for a minute or so, and was beginning to prune. 

"0w." he muttered, wincing at the slight welt on his brow from his trip down. Deciding that he may have 
pissed Slash off with his disobedience (which may lead to good things), he shut off the taps and crawled out 
the tub. When he entered the bedroom once again, he wasn't very startled to find Slash playing.. 

Solitaire. 


He cleared his throat and asked, "Where do you keep those cards?" 


Slash jumped and snapped around. After overcoming the urge to piss himself, he shuffled the cards up and 
stuffed them into what can only be described as Pocket Space. 


'|.keep them in my hat." 
Scott nodded, this explanation being found reasonable, but then frowned. 


"You don't have your hat with you." he stated. Slash abruptly rose and made like he was about to smack Scott 
across the face, but an idea nearly audibly popped into his head. 


"That was a naughty thing for you to say," he sneered with a new found malice. "On the bed. Hands and knees, 


now!" 


Scott grinned and sauntered to the bed. He climbed onto his hands and knees and waited for whatever 


"punishment" he might receive. 

There was nothing, if there ever can be "nothing", before the sound of rustling cloth, and leather smacking 
against skin. Scott shuddered in excitement; his excitement turned to extreme pain, however, when a leather 
belt smacked hard and soundly against his bare bottom. 

"YIPE!" he said, and jumped three feet into the air, so to speak, and attached himself to the ceiling. 


"Don't you dare move!" Slash demanded with an odd smirk. Scott dropped down and landed on his back, then 
obediently rolled back onto his stomach. Slash began whipping again, at a shorter distance. The blows started 


slowing up after the seventh or so strike, and after every hit beyond it he pushed the tip of his self-lubed 
fingers down the cleft of Scotts ass and down to the already well-loved entrance, stretching it more. After a 
final whip, Slash gave Scott a breather, while rubbing his hands wantonly over the ruddy rear. 


Scott gulped between pants and groans, his mind no longer wanting to even dare think of what else Slash had in 
store for him; he prayed it wasn't much, he felt the sting of paraplegia coming on. 


Slash clicked his tongue at the sight before him, and decided not to make his captive wait any longer. 


"Sit up," he commanded, and for a second Scott didn't move. However, at the sound of the belt being snapped, 
Scott all too happily sat up, despite his smarting rear. He tried to use his hands to keep himself off the bed, 
but found he couldn't hold his position for long. Slash crawled onto the bed while Scott tried his balancing act, 
and sat further up on the bed 


Scott made a noise as he found himself being lifted by strong hands, and sat on something even.harder. He 
figured out what he was meant to do quickly, and positioned himself more comfortably-to the both of them- 
on Slash's hardened member. The other man gave a groan and clutched at Scotts hips, and sank himself 
downward a little and thrust back up. Scott got the message and started moving along, the pain in his ass 
nothing compared to the pleasure he was receiving. He huffed as he sank back down, and the two of them 
worked out an erratic rhythm, both not worry if the other got off or not, as long as the individual did; Scott, 
in fact, jacked himself off in time to Slash's thrusts when they ceased to be enough. It was a few minutes into 
this selfish pace that Slash gave in first with a loud, animalistic cry and shot his seed into his temporary 
partner, and Scott came into his own hand a second or so later. 


Scott gave a happy sigh, which turned into a cry of pain when Slash shoved him off his lap. He dismissed him 
with a wave of his hand. 


"Be gone, I'm done with you..or whatever..." 

Scott did his best impression of a fish. 

"Done with ME?! This is MY room!" 

"Not any moo-ooore," Slash replied in a sing-song voice, and shooed Scott out again with a shake of his gun 


Humiliated, and not in the good way, Scott cursed and crawled out of the room he..wait, he hadn't paid for it 


anyway. Damn that room! 


While all this was occurring, Dave had staggered out the Children's Corner-as it had been dubbed by the 
owner-with a half-conscious Duff, looking frightened out of his mind 


He never wanted to hear Little Red Riding Hood again. EVER. 


"| should have taken on the field mice," he said to himself shakily, and Duff groaned as if in agreement. In his 
staggering, Dave came upon yet another open room, but upon seeing the door number, realized it was, in fact, 
his own. Going inside, however, showed it had been hastily vacated. Mouth gaping open, he fairly dropped Duff 
and ran around in a small circle. 

"Oh my god, she's gone!" he shouted, referring to his wife. "They took her!" 

"| dun think so." Duff slurred, and for a second the scene almost flashed back to 1987. "Look ah this." 

Dave snatched up the slip of torn notebook paper from Duff's loose grip and read: 

field mice, decided to go upstairs, apparently its safer. 

--Christine and Roadie #1 and Roadie #2 

"Oh, well that explains everything—hey, why didn't she leave a room number?" 


"Mebbe she's cheatin'-" 


"Don't say that about mah woman! | cut you so bad you need new face!" Dave shouted in a Mexican-tinged 


accent, doing the ancestors he had no idea about proud. 

"Okay, okay," Duff gurgled, and soon the soft (read: airplane-esque) sounds of his having fallen asleep erupted 
from his lips. Dave gave a disgusted hiss and made to kick his band mate, but thought better of it when the 
phone rang again. He cursed in Spanish, picked up the phone, and spoke in the accent he'd yet to get rid of 
"What you wan hommes?" 

"Is this Dave?" 

"Hahn?" Dave answered, suddenly losing the ‘cent. "Matt? Is that you man?" 

"Yeah, it's me.what was with the accent?" 

" Er.lets not.hey, where you been?" 

" The hospital, half-wit, remember? | got attacked and what not?" 

Dave's mind clicked and he cursed himself for the stupid question "Ohhh yeah.how's that working out." 


"Absolutely perfect. In fact, they're letting me come back today!" 


That's gonna be a problem, Dave thought. "Er-" 


Matt continued unabashedly, "All | need is for someone to pick me up from Wiki-Wikil?*" 
"Wiki-what?" 

'Is.Hawaiian, | don't know. | didn't have a choice..so, come pick me up okay?" 

"But!" Before Dave could explain about the lockdown situation, Matt hung up the phone. Shit. 


He had to go rescue Matt! But on the other hand, his wife was missing and cheating on him with Helper | and 


Helper 2, and he had an unconscious bassist. What's a no-name guitarist to do? 


"This looks like a job for.." Dave jumped into his closet and came out five minutes later in a black party dress 
with a fitted bodice, pink satin collar, and pink tie-on belt. Completing the..shall we say, "look", were black Mary- 


Jane shoes. 
"This looks like a job for..Bond. Dave Bond." 


On cue, the James Bond music (pick a movie) started up, and Duff suddenly woke up again and wished he were 


still out. 
"Dave..what in God's name." 


"No time to explain, | must go rescue Matt AND my wife! Now this is going to take some careful time and 


planning..you'll have to walk or just not come with me." 


Deciding he needed to keep Dave out of life-threatening trouble, Duff stood up and chose to walk. Dave threw 
him a pair of black biker shorts, and Duff put them on with much, much resent. 


"Now, we're going to have to some how sneak out the room." Reaching into the top of his dress, Dave 
rummaged around until he pulled out eight suction cups and a length of rope that looked to be about fifty feet. 
Duff shook his head. This wasn't going to go well. 


* According to my sources, its Hawaiian for "quick" Now you know. 


The Saga Begins 
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Scott had no idea what he was expecting at 6 or so in the morning when he looked out one of the barred 
windows of the hotel, but it certainly wasn't what he saw. 


"The FUCK?!" 


What he saw was Dave..in a dress, and Duff in shorts scaling down the wall outside on some rope and..were 


those suction cups?! 


He tapped on the window, catching Duff's attention; the bassist screamed and blushed, and began begging Scott 
never to speak of this to ANYONE. 


"What in the name of Mary are you doing?" Scott asked, scratching his head. This week couldn't get any 


stranger..could it? 
"Uh. just getting some air! Yeah," Dave covered, and Duff felt like crying. 


"Some air? Well you guys better get back in before those rednecks see you..you know they shoot the leaves if 
wind goes through them.." 


"Yeah," Duff said inaudibly and blushed deeper. “Erm, if anyone asks we're like..going for illicit coffee.." 


Scott nodded, not even wanting to question it further. He did, however, want to know where Dave got that 


excellent dress from. 
The two jumped down from the rope and rolled it up, and were greeted by the sounds of guns clicking. 
"Shit." 


"HOLD YA HANDS UP!" shouted one redneck S.W.A.T commander, and Duff promptly held his hands up; Dave 


snatched them down. 
"We're the bad guys, remember?!" 


Duff blinked. He didn't think of them as the bad guys.. He shook his head as Dave thrust a gun he'd fished 


from his dress into his hands. Duff checked the ammo and saw that it was loaded with.shiny, shiny hair clips. 
"You're KIDDING." 

"No, now get behind.something non-blowey-upey!" Dave shouted, and the two of them jumped away from each 
other. At that moment, guns from the SWA.T started going off, in no particular direction. Duff jumped behind 
a tree, barely avoided getting clipped by a not-so stray bullet. He looked from the gun, to Dave, and to the 
SWAT. 


"Well, when | die, | wanna go down shooting." he said with a weary sigh, and fired a shot. To his extreme 


surprise, the hair-clip hit it's target of a smallish team member, going straight through his leg. 
"AAAOOOW! THE MUTHAFOOKA SHOT ME! HE SHOT ME MAN!" 
"| shot him!" Duff said to himself incredulously. 


"You shot him!" Dave said back sarcastically, and began firing shots of his own. Duff merely watched in shock 


as Dave mowed down a column of SWAT team members with four shots. 

"Jesus on a candy cane." 

Scott had gone back to his nude wanderings around the hotel, surprisingly not coming across any of the 
bothersome field mice. He climbed the stairs to the second floor, having not been there since the stay at the 
hotel, and wandered around the.much better looking rooms there. The floors weren't carpeted-at least they 
weren't now, for evidence showed they had been once-but bare, a periwinkle and white diamond-shaped pattern 
under his feet. He came to a stop at the first room he bothered to pay attention to, and with glee found that 
it was open. 

However, he quickly saw that it was occupied. By a woman and two men in red corduroy overalls, no less. 
"Hey, | know you! Aren't you Dave's wife?" Scott asked bemusedly. 

"Huh? Oh, Scot, hi," Christine answered passively. 

"What are you doing up here?" 


"Uh, well, | got tired of all the field mice downstairs." 


Scott gave the woman a "you're not telling de truth" look and stepped into the room, shutting the door. Evil 
thoughts began swarming his head; he hadn't had a woman since this tour started. It was time to experiment! 


"Scott.why are you looking at me like the Grinch..2" 


"Huh? Er, |.hey, who are these?" 


"| call them." Christine gave a dramatic swish of her hand to the two identical roadies with red-streaked hair. 


"Help | and Help 2" 
Scott cocked his head in slight amusement. "Are you cheating on Dave with them by any chance?" 
"What?! No! Look, they just showed up one night and | can't get rid of them!" 


The roadies (or the Help) grinned and held hands. "There are many fun things that we can now do, would you 
like to play games with Help | and Help 2?" 


"Seel" Christine shouted, and Scott raised his eyebrow. 
"What the hell? Why are they talking like that?" 
"I don't know! Look, if you get rid of them, I'll give you anything you want" 


"Anything?" Scott asked with a sly grin, and, completely missing his intentions, Christine nodded frantically. 


Duff had no idea how they'd gotten past the redneck SWAT. But they had. 
And now he was running around the building with Dave..still in his dress..to the door. 


It was kind of fun, actually, pretending that he was in a James Bond movie. In fact, he wished he'd hired 
someone with a stereo to run with them and play the Mission: Impossible theme. 


But enough of that now; he was presently wondering how Dave had made night-vision goggles out of a pair of 


swimming goggles, some tape, and a paper clip. 
"To the left!" 

Duff ran to his left and smack into a wall. 
"MY left!" 


The two of them had ran into the lobby, and were a few feet away from the exit gates and the car ramp 


when the sound of clicking guns came around ther. 


Multiple clicking guns. 


"HALT!" shouted Rosanna-Marie, with her rather large cannon. Duff looked up, ready to piss himself. 

"What are you gonna do about that?!" 

"Actually, what are YOU gonna do about it?" Dave retorted, and thrust a tube of chap stick into Duff's hands. 
"You are KIDDING me." 

"No, I'm not! Take the top off and turn the dial..and cover my back while | work with the door.” 


Duff counted what he was up against. There were twenty or so members of the SWAT with the clerk, all of 
them with guns, and she with her bazooka-thing. 


" Dave.." 

"Go kick their asses!" 

"DAVE." 

But Dave was already fiddling with the door, and Duff was left alone in the face of sheer evil. 
With lip balm. 

At least he'd go down with softened, moisturized lips. 

Sighing his last sigh, he flipped the top off and turned the dial on the bottom. 


And barely saved himself from being sliced in half by the pointy, pointy, blue beam of light that suddenly 


emerged from the tube. 

"What the loving fuck?!" 

"He's got a Jesus-stick!" someone from the back cried, and Rosanna-Marie rolled her eyes. 
"We have LARGE GUNS, you twits" 

"Oh yeah" 

"ATTACK" 


The mob rushed at Duff with their guns, and he with his "Jesus-stick". The bassist smirked and jumped about 
an inch into the air. Then the special effects | ordered last week kicked in, and his inch turned into four feet. 


"AAAAAHHHHAAAHHH!" Duff screamed, half in excitement, mostly in pants-wettng terror as he descended 
onto the mob. 


Oh yeah, far as | know, Da Wife's name really is Christine.! think anyway. Feel free to correct me if I'm wrong, 
or just laugh at the Star Wars parodies. Look, there's another. 


The Saga Goes Down the Spiral 


Author's Notes: 
| love these little author notes boxes. However, this one won't help you. In fact, nothing will now. 


Scott had tried everything short of outright shooting Help | and Help 2. 

They simply wouldn't leave. 

"We won't leave you, that we will not, not until you play the games we have got!" 
And they wouldn't stop that infuriating rhyming! 


Sighing, he collapsed back on the springing mattress; he may have to actually-gasp and horror-give up a 


screw 
"Okay, we've done EVERYTHING," he said exasperatedly at Christine, who put her finger to her chin 
'Not everything.’ 

"Oh yeah? What haven't we done?" 


The woman shrugged. "We haven't done what they've said. Lets play their games and maybe they'll disappear 


back into..wherever they came from." 


Scott made a noise; she was right, after all. They hadn't just given into their demands, whatever demented 


demands they were. 
"Alright, you.things. What games do you have?" 

"Fun games to teach, that's what he'll do! Would you like to play these with Help | and Help 2?" 
"That's what the fuck | just said!" 


Suddenly the room went pitch black, and Christine and Scott found themselves quickly strapped to metal chairs. 


Scott immediately gave a baleful glare to Christine, who shrunk down in her chair. 
"You and your damn bright ideas!" 


Their compromising positions—legs obscenely spread and held down, arms strapped behind the backs of the 


chair-didn't go completely unnoticed to the two of them, and the Roadies from Hell came closer. 

"We will teach you these games, that we will do, and you will bow down to Help | and Help 2!" 

Scott twitched a happy, happy twitch. He wouldn't have to give up sex after alll 

However, one glance at the table beside him told him it would be unlike anything he'd done prior. 

Everything was black and looked leather, or at least leathery. There were several ball-gags of different sizes, 
ranging from large to HUGE, a pair of whips, some hand-cuffs, and things that altogether didn't add up to a 
pleasurable experience. 

"Can we take back the offer about the games?" 

In their first non-rhyming moment, the Helpers smirked evilly and said, "No." 

Dave whistled, impressed, at Duff's work. He had wounded and/or traumatized what was left of the redneck 
SWAT, and was now battling Rosanna-Marie with his Chap-saber© head on. Doing very good work indeed. 
And yet, Dave himself had still not managed to get the door open. 

He'd blown it up, blown it in, blown it out, and then just blew it. 

He'd even actually tried the knob. 

Nada 

The door was locked tight, and Dave had a feeling that the only way to pry it open was Rosanna-Marie. 
However, he also got the feeling that the clerk wouldn't survive her encounter with Duff-An Mak, as Duff now 


preferred to be called 


Presently, Duff An Mak was continuously leaping into the air and diving down again with his saber, and 
Rosanna-Marie was dodging every other hit, the ones she didn't dodge she got smacked over by. 


"OW! You are not following procedure!" 
"Too much fun | am having!" 


Dave sighed and decided not to try to persuade Duff An Mack to stop his assault. Instead, he got a better 


idea. 


He whipped the Skeleton Key from his pink belt and unlocked the door. 


"Hey, Duff-An Mak! | got the door open!" 


"What? Oh, I'm coming!" Duff-An Mak shouted back, shortly before Rosanna-Marie pounded his shoulder with 
her fist angrily. 


"You little ingrate! | protect you from the field mice, and this is what you do to me? Did Dave ever tell you 


what happened to your real mother?" 

Hearing the sad string music start from nowhere, Dave put his head in his hands and sighed irritably. 
"What? | know enough!" 

"No, /am your mother!" 


There was silence, not even a prolonged screaming of "Nooooo!l" from Duff. Instead, the Duff-An Mak flipped 
his chap-saber off, turned it around, and threw the tube of chap-stick right into then clerk's eye, effectively 
disabling her. 


"Good job..Duff-An Mak. Let's just..go.” 


"Alright then!" Duff retrieved his tube of chap-stick and ran out again with Dave onto the car ramp, and into 
the dawn. 


